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Judgment of PARIS 


De SC ENE 15 4 Landhis of a beautiful Paſture 722 

| poſed on Mount Ida. The Shepherd Paris is ſcen ſeated 
Ander a Tree, and playing on his Pige; his Crook and 
| Scrip, &C. lying by him. While a Symphony is playing, 
| Mercury eſcends bit his Caduceus in one Hand, and an 
Apple of” Gold in the other : After the Symphony he ſings. 


* U 
; SAN: AQ ROM high O/y-mpus, and the Realms above, 
925 Behold f come the Meſſenger of Jove; 
Fl o His dread Commands I bear, 
Shepherd, ariſe and hear; 
Ariſe, and leave a while thy rural Care 
Forbear thy woolly Flock to feed, 
And lay aſide thy tuneful Reed ; 
For thou to greater Honours art decreed: 
FX &K 1-9. 
O Hermes, I thy Godhead know, 
By thy winged Heels and Head ; 
By hy: Rod that wakes the Dead, 
| An guides the Shades below. 
Say wherefore doſt thou ſeek this humble Vn. | 
Iu0 greet a lowly Swain? 
What does the mighty Thunderer ordain ? 
MB At U RR -£5 
This radiant Fruit behold, 
More bright than burniſh'd Gold; 
Three Soddeſſes for this contend: 
See now they deſcend, 
And this Way they bend. 
Shepherd, take the golden Prize, 
Yield it to the brighteſt Eyes. 
Juno, Pallas and Venus are ſecn at a Diſtance deſcend- E 
ug. in ſeveral Machines, _ 5 4 
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Ere Extaſy invades my aking Senſe: 


8 The Judgment of Paris. 


J SS. 
O raviſhing Delight ! 
What Mortal can fupport the Sight? - 
Alas! too weak is human Brain, 
So much Rapture to ſuſtain. 
T faint, I fall! O take me hence, 


Help me, Hermes, or ] die, 
Save me from exceſs of Joy. 
M&A VV. 
Fear not, Mortal; none ſhall harm thee ; 
With my ſacred Rod I'll charm thee; ; 
Freely gaze and view all over, 
Thou may'ſt ev'ry Grace diſcover. 
Though a thouſand Darts fly round thee, 
Fear not, Mortal, none ſhall wound thee. 
In twoe Happy thou of human Race, 


Parts. ) Gods with thee would change their Place, 
Paris. YWith no God I'd change my Place, 
. Happy I of human Race, | Mercury a/cen#. 


17 hile a Symphony is playing, Juno deſcends from ber Ma- 


chine; after the Sy —_— 2 
* © 


Saturnia, Wile of 1 8 am I, 
Belov'd by him, and Empreſs of the Sky ; 
Shepherd, fix on me thy wondring Sight, 


Beware, and view me well, and judge aright, 


[Symiphen ry for Pallas. 


PE ˖ K 
This Way, Mortal, bend thy Eyes, 
Pallas claims the golden Prize; 
A Virgin Goddeſs free from Stain, 
And 1 of Arts and Arms I reign. 


V 
Hither turn thee, gentle Swain, 
Let not Venus ſue in vain; 
Janus rules the Gods above, | 
Love rules them, and ſhe rules Love. 
Hither turn thee, gentle Swain, 
T 
Hither turn to me again. 


8 yg mphony for Venus. 
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The Judgment of PARIS. 5 
0 | 
Turn to me, for I am ſhe. 
EP” C 
To me, to me, for I am ſhe. 
| F 
Hither turn thee, gentle Swain. 
I C.. O and P AL LAS. 
She will deceive thee. 
232 ] é Uà] | 
They will deceive thee, Ill never leave thee. 
* 15 turn to me again, 
+ To me, to me, for 1 am ſhe; 


«ll three. Hither turn thee, gentle Swain, 
PR TS 
J. 


Diſtracted J turn, but J cannot decide; 
So equal a Title ſure never was try'd. 


United, your Beauties ſo dazle the Sight, 
That loſt in Amaze, 
I giddily gaze, | | 
Confus'd and o'erwhelm'd with a Torrent of Light. 
. 
Apart let me view then each heavenly Fair, 
For three at a Time there's no Mortal can bear; 
And ſince a gay Robe an ill Shape may — 
When each is undreſt 
III jadge of the beſt, 
For 'tis not a Face that muſt carry the Prize. 
7. N Oo _. fires alan. 
J. 


Jet Ambition fre thy Mind, 


."Thoa wert born o'er Men to reign, 


Not to follow Flocks deſign'd ; 

Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 
1 

Crowns I'Il throw beneath thy Feet, 

Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread, 

Joys in Circles Joys ſhall meet, 


Which Way &er thy Fancy's lead. 


A 3 III, Let 


"The e of P 4 ARIS. 


III. 
Let not tolls of Empire fright, 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are; 
hou ſhalt only know Delight, 
l the Joy, but not the Care. 

IV. 
chepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow, 

Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 
E 
Let Anbinion fire thy Mird, 
Thou wert born o'cr Men to reign, 
Not to fellow Flochs defegn'd ; 
Seorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 
P 4'L LI 4: 8 - forgs aloe. 
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Awake, awake, thy Spirits raiſe, 
Waſte not thus thy youthful Days, 
Piping, 'Toying, 
Nymphs decoying, 
Loft in wanton and inglorious Eaſe. 
II. 
Hark, Hark ! the glorious Voice of War 
Calls alond, for Arms prepare: 
rums are beating, 
| Rocks repeating, 
Martial Muſic charms the joyful N 
(Symphony. ) 
„%% ee 
O what Joys does Conqueſt yield ? 
When returning from the Field, 
O how glorious 'tis to ſee 


The Godlike Hero crown'd with Victory! 


Laurel Wreaths his Head ſurrounding, 


Banners waving in the Wind, 
Fame her golden Trumpet ſounding, 

Every Voice in Chorus join'd. 
To me, kind Swain, the Prize reſign, 


And Fame and Conqueſt ſhall be thine. 


CHORUS. 
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The Judgment of PARIS. 7 
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; CO Ki 8. 
O how glorious tis to ſee 
The Godlile Hera crown'd with Victory! 
| | (Sympheny.) 
ENS fangs alone. 
Stay, lovely Youth, delay thy Choice: 
Take heed leſt empty Names enthrall thee 3 3 
Attend to Cytherea's Voice; 
Lo! I who am Love's Mother call ths. 
Far from thee be anxious Care, 
And racking Thoughts that vex the Great: 
Empire's but a gilded Snare, 
And ſickle is the Warrior's Fate. 
One only Joy Mankind can know, b 
; And Love alone can that beſtow, 


| 7 & # 0 R U 8. 
One only Joy, &c. 
N 1 S fongs. 
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Nature fram'd thee ſure for Loving, 
Thus adorn'd with ev'ry Grace; 
Venus felt thy Form approving, 
Looks with Pleaſure on thy Face. 
= 
Happy Nymph who ſhall enfold thee. 
Circled in os yielding Arms! 
Should bright Hellen once behold thee, | 
| She'd ſurrender all her Charms. 
III. 
” Faireſt ſhe, all Nymphs tranſcending, 
BED That the Sun himſelf hath ſeen, 


= Were ſhe for the Crown contending, 

Thou wou'dſt own her Beauty's Queen. 
IV. 

. Gentle Shepherd, if my pleading 

bs Cian from thee the Prize obtain, 


Love himſelf thy Conqueſt aiding, 
Thou that matchleſs Fair ſhalt gain. 
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8 The Judgement of PARIS. g 
E 1X 8 
I yield, I yield, O take the Prize, 
And ceaſe, O ceaſe th' inchanting Song; 
All Love's Darts are in thy Eyes, 
And Harmony falls from thy Tongue. 
Forbear, O Goddeſs of Dekre, 
Thus my raviſh'd Soul to move! 
Forbear to fan the raging Fire, 
And be propitious to my Love, 


: 3 
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Here Paris LIVES 20 Venus the Golden A fle. Segel Cu— 
pids deſcend, the three Graces alight from the Chariot of 
Venus, they call the Hours, avho ine avith all 
their Attendants on Venus. All join in a Circle cd ber, 
and fing the laſt grand COR; cue Juno ond Pallas 
eſcend, 

| GS AEEAND CHORMT SS. 
Hitner all ye Graces, all ye Loves, 
Flither all ye Hours refert 3 ; 
Billing Sparrows, Coving Doves; 
Come all the Train of Venus' Count. 
Sing all great Cytherea's Name; 
Over Empire, over Fame, 
Her Victory proclaim. 
Sing, ſing and foread the joyful News around, 
{be Vucen of Lowe, is Quecn of Beauty crown'd, 
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A Natura diſcedimus: Populo nos damus, nullius rei bono 
auctori, & in bac re, ſicut in omnibus, inconſlantiſſimo. 


SENECA Er. 99. 


N Pr inted in 


Ter 


Perſons Repreſented. ET 


- j » 

7 UP: ter. Ds : a 
Cadnus, King of Thebes. ; 
Athamas, a Prince of Beotia, in Love with and deſign 'd | 

to marry Semele, 3 
Somnus. 9 
Apollo. 3 
Cupid. 
Zephyrs. . 
Lewes. ; 
Shepherds, : 
Satyrs. 1 

Funo. 

tris. 


Semele, .Dau ghter to Cadmus, beloved by and in Love 

with Jupiter. 

Ino, Siſter to Semele, in Love with Athamas. 
Shepherdeſſes. 


Chief Prieſt of Funo, other Prieſts and Augurs, 


SCENE B@OTIA.. ö 
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Love 


ARGUMENT 
Introductory to the 


OPERA of SEMELE. 


of Agenor, King of Phcenicia, he again incenſes 

Juno by a new Afuir in the ſame Family; viz. 
avith Semele, Niece to Europa, and Daughter to Cadmus 
King of Thebes. Semele 7s on the Point of Marriage db 
Athamas; which Marriage i is about to be ſolemniz'd in the 
Temple of Juno, Goddeſs of Marriages, when Jupiter by 
20, Omens interrupts the To emony; and afterward tran- 
ſports Semele 70 a private Abode prepar'd for her. Juno, 
after many Contrivances, at length afſumes the Shape and 
Voice of Ino, Sifter to Semele; by the Help of which Dij- 
guiſe aud artful Inſinuations, ſhe prevails æuith her to make 
a Requeſt to Jupiter, which being granted mu end in her 
utter Ruin. 


| \ FTER Jupiter's Amour * Europa, the Daughter 


This Fable is related in Ovid. Metam. L. 3. but there 
Juno is ſaid to impoſe on Semele in the Shape of an old 
Woman, her Nurſe. *Tis hoped, the Liberty taken in ſub- 
fituting Ino inſtead of the old Woman will be excus'd; It 
4was done, becuuſe Ino is interwoven in the D:jigu by her 
Love of Athamas; to whom ſbe was marry'd, according 


1 Ovid; and, becauſe her Character bears 2 Proportion 


with the Dignity of the other Perſons repreſented. This 
Reaſon, it is preſumed, may be allowed in a Thing intirely 


fectitious; and more eſpecially being repreſented under the 


Title of an Opera, where oat Abſurdities are every 
Ks excus'd, 
F 


ARGUMENT. 

It avar not thought requiſite to have an * Regard either to 
Rhyme or Equality of Meaſure, in the Lines of that Part 
of the Dialogue which was deſign'd for the Recitative Style 
in Mufic. Fer as that Style in Mufic is not confin'd to the 
firie Obſervation of Time and Meaſure, which is requir'd 
in the Compoſition of Airs and Sonata's, /o neither is it 
neceſſary that the ſame Exattneſs in Numbers, Rhymes, or 
Meaſure, ſhould be obſerved in Words defign'd to be ſet in 
that Manner, which muſt ever be obſerved in the Formation 
of Odes and Sonnets. For aubat they call Recitative in 
Muſic, is only a more tuneable Speaking, it is a kind of Proſe 
in Muſic ; its Beauty conſiſis in coming near Nature, and in 
improving the natural Accents of Words by more Pathetic 
or Emphaiical Tones, 
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ACTE SCENE: 


70. SCENE 5s the Temple of Ju xo, near the Altar is 
a Golden Image of the Geddeſs, Pr tofts are in their 
Solemmities, as after a Sacrifice newly Herd; Flames ariſe 
from the Alter, and the Statue of ſox 7 7s ſeem to bow. 


CADMUS, ATHAMAS, SEMELFE, and INO. 
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| „ EREEST, 
Ehold! auſpicious Flaſhes riſe; 
Juno accepts our Sacrifice; 
The grateful Odour ſwift aſcends, 
And ſee, the Golden Image bends. 
FIRST and SECOND PRIEST. 
Lucky Omens bleſs our Rites, 
And ſure Succeſs ſhall crown your Lowes ; 
Peaceful Days and fruitful Nights 
Attend the Pair that ſhe approves, 
| CADMUS. 
Daughter, obey, 
Hear, and obey. 
With kind Conſenting 
Eaſe a Parent's Care ; 
Invent no new Delay. 
| AT HAMAS, 
F O hear a faithful Lover's Pray'r ; 
On this auſpicious Day | 
Invent no new Delay. 
CAD MUS and ATHAMAS. 
Hear, and obey ; : 
Invent no new Delay 


On this auſpicious Day, 
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i 8 R ME LEE 
WES S EME L E [opart.] 
8 
What Refuge now is left me ? 
How various, how tormenting, 
Are my Miſeries! | 
O Towe aſſiſt me. 7 
Can Sesnele forego thy Love, 5 
And to a Mortal's Paſſion yield? | { 
Thy Vengeance will o'ertake p 
Such Perfidy. f 
If I deny, my Father's Wrath ] fear. | 
O Fowe, in Pity teach me which to chuſe, 2 
Incline me to comply, or help me to refuſe. = 
ATHAMAS. | 
See, foe bluſhing turns her Eyes; | 
See, avith Sighs her Boſom panting : 
If from Loe thoſe Sighs ariſe, | ; 
Nothing to my Bliſs is wanting. 
Hymen haſte, thy Torch prepäre, 
Leve already has his lighted, 
One foft Sigh has cur'd Deſpair, 
Aud more than my paſt Pains reguited. 
| XN ©. 
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1 

Alas! ſhe yields, 

And has undone me: 

I can no longer hide my Paſſion ; 

It muſt have Vent 

Or inward burning 

Will conſume me. 
O 4thamas 

I cannot utter it 

AT HAMAS. 

On me fair to calls, 

With mournful Accent, 
Her Colour fading, 

And her Eyes o'erflowing ! 
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Y 
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O Semele ! 
S . 

On me ſhe calls, 

Yet ſeems to ſhun me! 

What would my Siſter ? 

Speak 
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O'erwhelm'd with ſudden Night, the Day expires! 


SE NE L E. 15 


X 8. 
Thou haſt a me. BY 
CADMUS. 
Why doſt thou thus untimely grieve, 
And all our ſolemn Rites prophane ? 
Can he, or ſhe, thy Woes reheve? 
Or I? Of * doſt thou complain 
# N- Q 


Of at but all, I fear, in vain. 
ATHAMAS. 
Can I thy Woes relieve? _ 
SEMELE. 
Can I aſſwage thy Pain? | 
CADMUS, ATHAMAS and SEMELE, 
Of whom doſt thou complain? 
EF N 0 
Of all; but all, I fear, in vain. | 
UI Lightens, 3 Thunder is heard at a Difance; ; then, 2 
Noiſe of Rain; the Fire is ſuddenly extinguiſh'd on the 
Altar : The Chief mpg comes forward. 
FIRST PRIEST. 
Avert theſe Omens, all ye Pow'rs! 
Some God averſe our holy Rites controlls. 


Ill-boding Thunder on the Right Hand rolls, 
And owe himſelf deſcends in Show'rs, 
To quench our late propitious Fires. 
CHORUS Y 
Avert theſe Omens, all ye Pow'rs! 
SECOND PFRIESE 
Again auſpicious Flaſhes riſe, 5 
Juno accepts our Sacrifice. 
{Flames are again kindled on the Aitar, and the Statue nods, 
. 
Again the ſickly Flame decaying dies: 
Juno aſſentt, but angry Jove denies. 
i [The Fire is again extingui/ed, 
ATHAMAS [apart.] 
Thy Aid, pronubial Juno, Atbamas implores. 
S EME L E | apart.) 
Thee Jove, and thee alone, thy Semele adores. 


LA loud Clap We Thunder 3 ; the Altar finks. 
FIR. 


r 
RN x( 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your Vows, 'tis impious to proceed 
Be gone, and fly this holy Place with Specd: 
T Ex dreadful Conflict is of dire Preſage; 
Be gone, and fly from Fowe's unpending Rage. 
[41] but the Pricſts come foravard. 4 he Scene clojes on the 
Pricfts, and jrews to View the Front and Ou!fide of the 


- 


Tenple. Cadmus lads of Semele, Attendants follow. 


nas and Ino remain, 
$50000000000900000034 
S B II. 
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4THA M AS. 
| Alhamas, what Torture haſt thou borne! 
Ard O, what haſt thou yet to bear! 
From Love, from Hope, from near Poſſeſſion torn, 
And plung'd at once in deep Def; air. 
I 
Turn, Hope leſs Lover, turn thy Eyes, 
Aud jee a Maid bemoan, 
In flowing Tears and aking Sighs, 
7 hy Wes, too like her «wn. 
| ATHAMAS. 
She weeps! 
The gentle Maid, in tender Pity, 
Weeps to behold my Miſery ! 
So Semele wou'd melt 
To ſee another mourn, 
Such uaavouiling Mercy is in Beauty found, 
Each Nymph bemoans the Smart 
Of every blecding Heart, 
But that where Joe 1 inflicts oy I. ound, 


Ah me, too much afflicted! 

ATHAMAS. 
Can Pity for another's Pain 
Caule ſuch Anxiety! 
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5 EME L E. 


V2. 
5 Cou'dſt thou but gueſs 


1 What I endure; 


Or cou'd I tell thee—— 
Thou, Ai bamas, 
5 Wou'dſt for a while ET 


x Thy forrows ceaſe, a little ceaſe, 
1 And liiten for a while 
} To my Lamenting, 


A F- 11 A AT 4A S. 
Of Grief too ſenſible 
I know your tender Nature, 
Well 1 „ 
When I oft have ſu'd 
3 Jo cold, difdainful Stiele; 
When I with Scorn have been. rejected; 


In Pity of my ſad Deſpair; 
And, with ſweet Melody, compel 
Attention from the fly ing Fair. 
T8. 
Too well I ſee 
9 1 hou wilt not underſtand me. 
Whence cou'd proceed ſuch Tenderneſs? 
k Whence ſuch Compaſhon ? 
1 Inſenfible! Ingrate! 
Ah no, I cannot blame thee: . 
For by Effects unknown before, | 
Who cou'd the hidden Cauſe explore? 
think that Love cou'd act ſo ftrange a Part, 
plead for Pity in a Rival's Heart. 
1 ';, . 
ch me, what have I heard! 
She does her Paſſion own. 
BB: ä’ 8 
What, had I not deſpair'd, 
You never ſhou'd have known. 
You've undone me; 
| Look not on me; 
Y Guilt atbraidieg, 
'F Shame invading ; 
£ Look not on ene; 
Tau de undone me. 
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Your tuneful Voice my Tale would tell, 
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3 SEM E L { 
| ATHAMAS. ti 
With my Life I cuou'd atone TW 
Pains you've borne, to me unknown, 3 D 
Cenſe, ceaſe to ſpun me. Es k Ci 
1. : 
Look not on me, W | 
You've undone me. / 
ATHAMAS. x 
Ceaſe, cenſe to foun me. 'Y 
Lowe, Lowe alone ; $9 
Has both undone. | | 
INDO ATHAMAS. 4 E. 
Lowe, Lowe alone EE. 


Has both undone, 


EDIT IEICE ITY Nee hal 


SCENE IN. 
To them Euter CADMUS attended, 
CAD MUS. 
H wretched Prince, doom'd to diſaſtrous Lore 
Ah me, of Parents moſt forlorn ! 
Prepare, O Athamas, to prove 
The ſharpeſt Pangs that cer were borne: 
Prepare with me our common Loſs to mourn. 
ATHAMAS. 
Can Fate, or Sc-ml/e invent 
Another, yet another Pumſhment ? 7 
| CAD MUS. y 
Wing'd with our Fears, and pious Haſte, 1 
From Juno's Fane we fled; | 
Scarce we the brazen Gates had paſs'd, 
When Semele around her Head 
With azure Flames was grac'd, Re Lo 
Whoſe lambent Glories in her Treſſes play'd, 1 
While this we ſaw with dread Surprize, 3 


Swifter than Lightning downwards tending | 4 
An Eagle ſtoopt, of mighty Size, i 
| On purple Wings deſcending ; 17 


Like Gold his Beak, like Stars ſnone forth his Eyes 4 
THis Silver plumy Breaft with Snow contending : A | 
Sue f 


* E N E | L E | 2 1 9 
Sudden he 3 Te, trembling Maid, 
And ſoaring from our Sight convey'd; 


18 ever as he leſſoning 5050 
1 Odour, and ambrof al Dew, 
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| O Prodigy, to me of dire Portant ! 
1 9. 


bs. * 


a To me, I hope, of fortunate yen, 
by 


FF 


Euler to them the * Pricft, with — urs ander Pricfts, 
. 


; EE, ſee, Fewe's Prieſts and holy Augurs- 
e Speak, ſpeak, of Sexele and me declare the « Doi 
* % AUGURE 
Hail, Cadmus, hail! Jove ſalutes the I heban King, 
FP] | | Ceaſe your Mourning, | | 
| Joys returning, 
Songs of Mirth and Triumph ſing. 
S AUG U-R 
Endleſs Pleaſure, endleſs Love 
Semele enjoys above; 
Oz her B. ſom Jove reclining, , 
Uſzlefe now his Thunder hes, - 
To her Arms his Bolts reſigning, 
And his Lightning to her Eyes, 
Endleſs Pleaſure, endleſs Lowe 
Semele enjoys above. 
FI EFRELEES Þþ 
Hate, haſte, haſte, to Sacrifice prepare, 
Once to the T hunderer, once to the Fair: 
. Jove and Semele implore: 
J 1 Jos and Semele [ihe Honours ſhare ; 
; 4 Whom Gods admire, let Men adore. 
Hate, haſte, haſte, to Sacrifice prepare. 
A Chorus of Prieſts and Augurs. 
q Hail, Cadmus, hail! Jove ſalutes the Theban King. 
his Eyes | Ceaſe your Mourning, 
3 Jeys returning, 4 | 
Gongs of Mirth and Triumph fin xeunt omnes. 
' Sui K EN D of the Fi ir Ar. . ACT 


is Love 


irn. 


The SCENE is a pleaſant C witry, ohe Proſpect is termi- 
nated by a beaut; 2 M. untitn adorn'd avith IJ "veds and. 


Water-falls, Jux o and Tris df 2 nd in different Mce- 
chincs. JUNO 7n a Ch..rizt draxan by Peacocks ; Is 15 
on a Rainbew ; they alight and mect, 


7 CU * . 
RIS, impatient of thy Stay, 
From Samos have I wing'd my Way, 
To meet thy low Retuin ; 
Thou know'ſt what Cares infeſt 
My anxious Breaſt, 
And how with Rage and Jealouſy I burn: 
Then why this long Delay? 
1 R 1:8, 
With all his Speed not yet the Sun 
Thro' half his Race has run, 
Since I to execute thy dread Command 
Have thrice encompalſs'd Seas and Land. 
FUND. 
Say, where is Semc/e's Abode ? 
Till that J know, 
The” thou hadit on Lightning rode, 
Still thou tedious art and {low. 
RES. 
Look where (Citroen proudly ſtands, 
Eœctia parting from Cecr tian Lands. 
1199 on the Summit of that Hill, 
Beycnd the Reach of mortal Eyes, 
By Joes Command, and L'ulcaz's Skill, 
Behold a e Palace riſe. | 


| There frem mortal c: eres rv eti ring, 
She reftdes i in feoert Retreat; 
On her Plec ſure, Joy e requiring, 


All the Lowes and n wait. 


Thither 


ale 


SEMELE © 


0D Þ Thither Flora the Fair 

ab 1 A : ; 
3 With her Train muſt repair, 
4 Her anorous Zyphyr attending, 
} All her Sawects (he mini bring 
} To continue the Spring, 

rot #| 


we Nich never muſt there know an E nding, 
Git 

Me: . 5 

ern Bright Aurora, tis ſaid, 


RIS / | 
From her old Lover's Bod 
No mere the grey Orient edoruing, 
Fer the future muſt riſe 


From fair Semele's Fyrs, 
Aug wail 8 Wares for the Morning. 


0. 

No more I' hear no more. 
How long muſt | endure ? 
How long with Inignation burning, 
From impious Mortals 
Bear this Inſolence! 
Awake, Saturmia, from hy Lethargy; 
Seize, deſtroy the curſt Adaltereis. 
Scale proud Cithæron's Top: 
Snatch her, tear her in thy Fury, 
And down, down to the Flood of Acheron 
: Let her fall, let her fall, fall, fall: 
1 Rolling down the Depths of Night, 
Never more to behoid the Light. 
1 If Jam own'd above, 
= Siſter and Wife of Jobe; 
1 | (Siſter at leaſt I ſure may claim, 
| Tho' Wife be a neglected Name.) 
i If I th'Imperia! Scepter way ] fwear 

By Hell | 
 Tremble thou Univerſe this Oath to 1 

Not one of curſt Hens Race to ſpare. 

| „. | 
Hear, mighty Queen, while I recount 
What Obſtacles you muſt ſurmount ; 
With Adamant the Gates are barr'd, 
Whoſe Entrance two fierce Dragons * a 
| : AP 
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At each Approach they laſh their forky Stings, 
And clap their brazen Wings: 
And as their ſcaly Horrors riſe, 
They all at once diſcloſe 


A thouſand fiery Eyes, = | 
Which never know Repole. A 
„ 
Hence His, hence away, 
Far from the Realms of Day; 
O'er Scythian Hills to the Meotian Lake # Lo! 
A ſpeedy Flight we'll take : ; 
There Somnus I'll compel 
His downy Bed to leave and filent Cell: 
With Noiſe and Light I will his Peace moleſt, 
Nor ſhall he ſink again to pleaſing Reſt, 
Till to my vow'd Revenge he grants Supplies, 
And ſeals with Sleep the wakeful Dragon's Eyes. 


. [T hey aſcend. 
88655 888288822888 8888 8 Seeses 
KEENE I, - 


The SCENE changes to an Apartment in the Palace of Let 
SEMELE ſhe ts Steeping ; Loves and £8 PHYRS {Þ 
Waiting. 


CUE© 3 2 


E E, after the Toils of an amorous Fight, 
I Here weary and plec: d, ſtill panting jhe lies, 
While yet in ber Mind ſhe repeats the Delight, 
Flow beet is the Slumber that ſteals on her Eyes ! 
Come, Zephyrs, come, while Cupid ſings, 
Fan her with your filky Wings ; 
New Defire 
Pl] inſjire, in 
Ard revive the dying Flames; ED 
Dance around her, | | * MF ] 
10 
h 


White I wound her, 
And with Pleaſure fill her Dreams. 


[A N of er after which Sele awakes, and 
riſes. 


S EME LI. 


SEMEL E. 23 


3 S EME IL E. 
j 0 sleep, why doſt thou leave me? 
Thy thy viſionary Joys remove? 


| 0 Sleep again deceive me, 
Io my Arms reſtore my wand'ring Love. 


E $$$$$$$#$4$ 444+ 
| SCENE III. 


\ 
0 Loyzs lead in 13 While he meets and em- 
braces SEMELE, CUPID Sings. 


CUPID 
A EE P forſaking, 


Seize him waking 3 
Love has ſought him, 
: Back has brought him; 
cend. Mighty Jove tho he be, 
* And tho Lowe cannot ſee, 
888 Yet by feeling about 
He has found him out, 
And has caught him. 
SEMELE. 
et me not another Moment 
ear the Pangs of Abſence, 
Since you have formed my Soul for loving, 
No more afflict me 
Wich Doubts and Fears, and mad Jealouſy. 
IU. 
; Lay your Doubts and Fears afide, 
| Ind for Joys alone provide; 
} T ho" this human Form I wear, 
T Link not I Man's Falſhood bear, 
1 ou are Mortal and require, 
4 Time to reſt and to reſpire. 
J Nor was J abſent, 
* 4} Tho' a while withdrawn, 
| To take Petitions 
From the nee:ly World. 
While Love was with thee 
J] was preſent ; 
Love and I are one. | : 
1 8 EME LR. 


, and 


L E. 


SEMELE. 


S E M E L E. 
F chearſul Hopes 
And chilling Fears, 
Alternate Smiles, 
Alternate Tears 
Eager Pa: bing, 
Fe Hog” Defiring, 
With Grief now fainting, 
New act Bliſs expiring; 
1f this be Lowe, not you alone, 
But Lowe and J ore one. 
ROTH, 
If this be Lowe, not you alone, 
But Love aud I are one. 
"SE MELEE, 
Ah me! 
EX. 
Why highs my Semele ? 
What gentle Sorrow 
Swells thy ſoit Boſom ? 
Why tremble thoſe fair Eyes 
With interrupted Light? 
Where hov'ring for a Vent, 
Amidſt their humid Fires, 
Some new-form'd Wiſh appears. 
Speak, and obtain. 
S E ME E E. 
At my own Happineſs 
I figh and tremble; 
Mortals whom Gods affe® FW 
Have narrow Limits ſet to Life, _ 6 
And cannot long be bleſs'd. | 1 
Or if they could- ; 
A God may prove inconſtant. 1 
EN. 
Beware of jealouſy : 
Had Furs not been jealous, 
] ne'er had left Olympus, 
Nor wander'd in my Love. 3 
. 3 
With my Frailiy don't upbraid me, 3 


1 6m Woman as you made me, 


PPT z 
Fae te DOE on Rb A. . 
GE > 5 


AAo * „ . 
FFP . 


S EM E LB. 
Cauſeleſs doubting or deſpairing, 


Roſbly truſting, idly fearing, 
F obtaining 
Still complaining; 
F conſenting 
Still repenting ; 
Moſt complying - 
When denying, 
And to be follow'd, only flying. 


| With my Frailty don't upbraid me, 


Tam Woman as you made me. 


= 25 > + vs 
Thy Sex of Jove's the Maſter- piece, 


Thou, of thy Sex, art moſt excelling. 


Frailty in the2 is Ornament, 

In thee Perfection. 

Giv'n to agitate the Mind, 

And keep awake Mens Paſſions; 


To baniſh Indolence, 


And dull Repoſe, 
The Foes of "Tranſport 
And of Pleaſure. | 
S E ME L E. 
Still I am mortal, 
Still a Woman; 
And ever when you leave me, 
Tho' compaſs'd round with Deities 
Of Loves and Graces, 
A Fear invades me, 
And conſcious of a Nature 
Far inferior, 
I ſeek for Solitude, 
And ſhun Society. 
FLFIE ER [appar] 
Too well I read her Meaning, 
But muſt not underſtand her. 


Aiming at Immortality 


With dangerous Ambition, 
She wou'd dethrone Saturnia; 
And reigning in my Heart 


Would reign in Heav'n, 


Let 


26 SEMELE. 
# | Leſt ſhe too much explain, 
TI muſt with Speed amuſe her; 
It gives the Lover double Pain, 
Who hears his Nymph complain, 
And hearing mult refuſe her. 
S EME I. E. 
Why do you ceaſe to gaze upon me? 
Why muſing turn away? 
Some other Object 
Seems more pleaſing. 
TJTUPIFTER. 
T hy needleſs Fears remove, 
My faireſt, lateſt, only Love. 
By my Command, 
Now at this Inſtant, 
Two winged Zephyrs 
From her downy Bed 
Thy much-lov'd [zo bear; 
And both together 
Waft her hither 
Thro the balmy Air. 
5 S EME LE. 
Shall I my Siſter ſee! 
The dear Companion 
Of my tender Years. 
iX. 
See, ſhe appears, 
But ſees not me ; 
For I am vilible 
Alone to thee. 
While J retire, riſe and meet her, 
And with Welcomes greet her. 
Now all this Scene ſhall to Arcadia turn, 
The Seat of happy Nymphs and Swains ; 
There without the Rage of Jealouſy they burn, 
And taſte the Sweets of Love without its Pains. 


— 


1111 


2 SCENE IV. 

JPITER retires, SEMELE and Ix o meet and embrace. 
he SCENE is totally changed, and ſbenus an open Coun- 

„ Several Shepherds and & hepherdefſes enten. SEMELE 

and IN o having entertain'd each other in dumb Shea, 

f and obſerve the rural Sports, which end the ſecond Act. 
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ACT HL SCENE I. 


SCENE is the Cave of Sleep. The God of She 


ing on his Bed. A foft Symphony is heard, Then the 
ufic changes to a different Movement. 


Ss JUNO a 1KI19 
| 1 5 NO. 

vOmmus, awake, | 

Raiſe thy reclining Head ; 

FX + 
Thy ſelf forſake, 5 

And lift up thy heavy Lids of Lead. 
; SOMNUS [waking,] 
Leave me, loathſome Light ; 
| Receive me, filent N Tight. 


the, auhy does thy lingring Current ceaſe ? 
nur mur, murmui me again to Peace. 


2 


* 


© 


[Sinks down 2gain, 
IRIS. 


1 Goa, can'ſt thou attend the Waters F all, 
6 q not hear Saturnia call! 
al. « Iris, Peace, I know how to charm him: 
| Tthca's Name alone can warm him. 
N UNO, IRIS. 
Only Lowe on Sleep has Peab'r; 
bf O'er Gods and Men 
75% Somnus reign, 
Lows alternate has his Hour. 


E N E | : 
B 2 YUNO, 


2.8 Ss E M E L E. 
FUND. 

Somnus, ariſe, 1 
Diſcloſe thy tender Eyes; | a 
For Pafithea's Sight © 

Endure the Light: | 1 

Somnus, ariſe. ; 

SOMNUS rrifing.] by 
More faveet is that Name Y 
Than à ſoft purling Stream; 6 
With Pleaſure Repoſe Ill Fer ſale, 5 
If yell grant me but her to ſooth me awake. 


UNO. 
My Will obey, 
She ſhall be thine. # 
Thou with thy ſofter Pow'rs þ 
Firſt Fove ſhalt captivate, | ; | 
To Morpheus then give Order, ref eſe 


Thy various Miniſter, 
That with a Dream in Shape of Semele, 
But far more beautiful, 
And more alluring, 
He may invade the ſleeping Deity ; 
And more to agitate 
His kindling Fire, 
Still let the Phantom ſeem 
To fly before him, 
That he may wake impetuous, 
Furious in Deſire ; 
Unable to refuſe whatever Boon 
Her Coyneſs ſhall require. 
SM s. 
I tremble to comply. 
0. 
To me thy leaden Rod reſign, 
To charm the Centinels 
On Mount Citbæron; 
Then caſt a Sleep on mortal Ino, 
That I may ſeem her Form to wear 
When I to Semele appear. 
Obey my Will, thy Rod reſign, 
And Po/ithea ſhall be thine. 


SH: 
: 26 
At 
woe 
4 2 
a 
4 


Ss SEMELE. 29 
+ SOMNTUS. 

1 All I muſt grant, for all is due 

1 'To Pafithea, Love, and you. 


; UNO. 
1 Arway let us haſie, 
Y Let neither have Reſt, 


Till the faveeteſi of Pleaſures awe prove : 
1 ill of Vengeance poſſeſs'd ; 
ake. I doubly am "bl. fed, 


And thou art made hath in Lowe, 
[Ex. Juno and Iris. 


ra retires svithin his Cave, the Scene 
changes to Semele's Apartment, 


$23460058 $$4+4+$$+$4 
SCENRTE II. . 


SEMELE alone] 


S EME L E. 


Love and am low d, yet more I deſire; 
Ab, how fooliſh a Thing is Fruition ! 


r are Paſſion cools, fome other takes Firt, 
d I'm ftill in à longing Condition. 
BF Whateer I foſſeſs 
; Soon ſeems an Exceſs, 
” r ſomething untry d ] petition ; 
| Tho daily 1 prove 
Þ The Pleofures of Lowe. 
re for the Foys of Ambition. 


$503 0000699000900 04% 


7 | SCENE III. 

Enter Juno as Ixo, with a . in her Hand. 
. 3  FUNO ſapart.] a 

J HUS ſhaped like Io, 

1 With eaſe I ſhall deceive her, 
And in this Mirrour ſhe ſhall ſee 
Herſelf as much transform'd as me. . 
Do I ſome Goddeſs ſee ! _ [To bel 


Or is it Semele? | 
„„ S EME LE. 


2 AN, 


mele, 


* 
r 


SE E. 
=: SEMELE 4 
. Dear Siſter, ſpeak, r * 
__ Whence this Aſtoniſhment ? 
7 U N O. 0 
Your Charms improving 7 
To Divine Perfection, 3 | 
Shew you were lately admitted 1 
Amongſt celeſtial Beauties, 15 
Has Joe conſented ? TI” 
Ard are you made immortal ? . 
SE ME L E. 
Ab no! I ſtill am mortal; 
Nor am I ſenſible 
Of any 3 or 2 Porfection. 
JN n her the G i 
Behold in this _ | 
Whence comes my Susprixe; 
Sich J Lufi re and Torror 
Unite in your Eyes. | 
That mine cauwnot fix on a 5 fo bright ; 
Tis unſafe for ihe Senſe, and to flipp ry for Sight. | 
SEMELE. | Looking in the Gl 
O Ecſtacy of Happineſs ! 1 
Celeſtial Graces 2 
I diſcover in each Feature! 
My vel 1 Hall adore, 
IF 1 perſift in gaxing; 
No Olject ſure before 
Was ever half fo pleaſe. 
How Gd that Glance become me! 
But take this flatt'ring Mirrour from me 
Tei once egain let me Viexy me. 
Ab charming all ver! I 
_ {Offering the Glaſs, withdraws her Hand ag: 
Here hold, I'll habe one Look more. 2 
The" that Look I avere ſure would undo me. | 
„Ü * the Go fol 4 
Be wiſe as you are beautiful, 
Nor looſe this Opportunity. 
wy | When Tove appears, 
at / All ardent with Deſire 
1 Refuſe his proffer'd Flame 
Jill = obtain a Boon without a Name, 
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Adieu 


n 
S EME L E. 


Can that avail me? 


FU NO. 
i your Intent, 
And eager for poſſi (fing, 
He unaxvares wil! grant 


The nemeleſs Bleſſing. 


But bind him by the Stygian Lake, 
© Leower-like his Word he break. 


S E MEL E. 
But how ſhall I attaim _ 
To Immortality ? 
UNO. 
Conjure him by his Cath 
Not to approach your Bed 
In Likeneſs of a Mortal, 


But like himſelf the mighty Thunderer. 
In Pomp of Majeſty, 


And heav'nly Attire; 


As when he proud Saturnia charms, 


And with ineffable Delights 


Fills her encircling Arms 
And pays the nuptial Rites. 


By this Conjunction 
With entire Divinity 
You ſhall partake of heav'nly Eſſence, 
And thenceforth leave this mortal State 
To reign above, 
Ador'd by ove, 
In ſpite of jealous Juno's Hate. 
SEMELE. 


Thus let my Thanks be paid, 


T hus let my Arms embrace thee ; 

And when I'm a Goddeſs made, 

With Charms lile mine I'll grace thee, 
FUN O. 

Rich Odours fill the fragrant Air, 

And Tove's Approach declare, 

I muſt retire 


SEMEL E. 
Your Counſel I'll purſue. 
1 | Z i X O 


32 EE. 

F UNO. |A4part.] 
And ſure Deſtruction will enſue. | | 
Vain wretched Fool [To Her] Adieu. Exit. 


eee 
SCENE IV. 


Jur ir ER enters, offers to embrace SEMELE; he looks | 
kindly ou him, but retires a little from him. 


| JUPITER. 
| CP to my Arms, my lovely Fair, | 
Sooth my uneaſy Care: © . 
ta my Dream late I woo'd thee, 
And in vain ¶ furſu'd thee, 
For you fled from my Pray'r, 
And bid me deſpair. 
Come to my Arms, my levely Fair. 
S EME L E. 
Tho' "tis eaſy to pleaſe ye, 
And hard to deny; | 55 
T Poſſe ſfing's a Bleſſing A 
For awuhich I could dic, 4 
dare not, I cannot comply. 
| TUFTS EK: 
when I languiſh wvith Anguiſh, 
| An tenderly ſigh, 
Cor get leave me, deceive me, 
And feernfully fly? 
e fear not; you muſt not fony. 
6E M E I. E, U PIT k R. 
dare not; I cannot comply. 
Ah fear not; you muſt not deny. 
FUL 
O Semele, 
Why art thou thus inſenſible ? 
Were I a Mortal, 
Thy barbarous diſdaining 
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Would ſurely end me, , 

And Death at my Complaining | s 
In Pity would befriend me. | 
| | | - SEMELE, 


o 


2 N . + | 
YN E L E 
ef . = 


Vi 

It. bag Jever am granting, 
= You always complain; : 

kh T always am wanting, 

* Yet never obtain. 

- FAITE 

; Speak, ſpeak your Deſire, 
„ Tm all over Fire. 

7 Say what you require, 


T'll grant it now let us retire. 
S8 E ME L E. 
Swear by the Stygian Lake. 
„ 
By that tremendous Flood J ſwear, 
Ye Stygian Waters hear, | 
And thou Olympus ſhake, 
In witneſs to the Oath I take. | 
[Thunder at a Diſtance, and underneath. 
 SEMELE. >, 
You'll grant what I require? 
. 
I'll grant what you require. 
. S EME L E. 
Then caſt off this human Shape which you wear, 
And Jove ſince you are, like Jove too appear ; 
When next you defire I ſhould charm ye. 
As when Juno you bleſs, 
So you me muſt careſs, 
ind with all your Omnipotence arm ye. 


JUPITER. 


—— 44 ern one "= 


7 


! Ah! take heed what you preſs, 

| For beyond all Reareſs, 

Sbould I grant what you wiſh I ſhall harm Je. 
S EME L E. 


DII be pleas'd with no leſs, 
© Than my Wiſh in Exceſs: 
Let the Oath you hade taken alarm ye: 
3 Haſte, haſte, and prepare, 
For I'll know what you are; 
Po with all your Omnipotence arm ye. 


B 5 SCENE 
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SCENE Y, ; 
She avithdraws, JUPITER remains penſive and dcjes t 


F EEX. 
þ H! whither is ſhe gone! unhappy Fair! 
4 Why did ſhe wiſh ?—Why did 1 ww" ſ Wear 
Nis paſt, tis paſt Recall, 
She muſt a Victim fall. 
Anon, when I appear Ty 
The mighty Thunderer, 15 
Arm'd with inevitable Fire, | 
She needs muſt inſtantly expire. 
"Tis paſt, tis paſt Recall, 1— 
She muſt a Victim fall. Ib 
My ſofteſt Lightning yet I'll try, 
And mildeſt melting Bolt apply: 
In vain—for ſhe was fram'd to prove 
None but the lambent Flames of Love. 
'Tis paſt, tis paſt Recall, W 
She muſt a Victim fall. = 


PRASARRARS HAR R HERE MRRIB AI ete2 
cc TT 


Jo no appears in her Chariot aſcend 1g. 


A Bowe Meaſure 
Is the Pleaſure 
Which my Revenge ſupplies. 
Love's a Bubble | 
Gain d with Trouble: 1 
And in pofſe{Jing dies. Je 
With aubat Foy ſhall I mount to my Heawn again, 
At once from my Rival and Fealoufy freed ! 
The Saveets of Revenge make it worth while to reign, 
Aud Heaw'n will hereafter be Heav'n indeed. 
[She aſc® 
SCENES 


($$0$0bbvh02602333356 
SCENE Vi. 


e 8 CENE opening diſcovers SEMELE Hing under a 
Canopy, leaning penſively. While a mournful &  ymphony 
15 playing ſhe looks up and ſees JUPITER deſcending in 

e @ black Cloud; the Motion of the Cloud is flow. Flaſhes 
ſwear” of Li htning 2 Ne from either 8 ide, and Thundcr is heard 
 grum ling i in the Air. 


S EME LE. 
H me! too late I now repent 
My Pride and impious Vanity. 
2 | He comes ! far off his Lightnings ſcorch me. 
I feel my Life conſuming : 


1 burn, I burn I fain. for Pity I implore 

0 help, O help——1 can no more. [ Dies, 
ve 1 the Cloud which contains Jupiter is arrived juſt over the 
ove. _ Canopyof Semele, à ſudden and great Flaſh of Lightning 


breaks forth, and a Clap of loud Thunder is heard; 
ewhen at one Inſtant Semele with the Palace and the 


whole preſent Scene diſappears, and Jupiter re-aſcends 


$47 5 ſwiftly. The Scene totally changed repreſents a pleaſant 
Country, Mount Cithæron 2 ing the Proſpect᷑. 


| | 000000060000000000200 
1 SCENE VII. 


Enter CaDdmus, ATHAMAS and Ivo. 


e 
F my ill-boding Dream 
Behold the dire Event. 
CAD MUS, ATHAMAS. 
O Terror and Aſtoniſhment! 
0. 
How I was hence remov'd, 
Or hither how return'd, 1 know not: 


SEME LE. 35 
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36 S EME L E. 
So long a Trance with-held me. 
But Hermes in a Viſion told me 
(As I have now related) 
The Fate of Semele; 
And added, as from me he fled, 
That 7owve ordain'd I Athamas ſhould wed. 
CAD MU 8 X 
Be 7ove in every thing obey” 
a N Uu, their Hands. 
ATHAMAS. 
Unworthy of your Charms, myſelf I yield; 
Be Joxe's Commands and yours fulfill'd. 
CAD MUS. 
See from above the belly ing Clouds deſcend, 
And big with ſome new Wonder this way tend. 


2 KKK ff Gf fc && h i & ** 


S IT 
A bri ght Chud d-ſeends and refts on Mount Cithæron, which 
opening, diſcovers APOLLO ſeated in it as the God of 


. 
APOLLO. 
Pollo comes to relieve your Care, 
And future Happineſs declare. 


From tyrannous Lowe all your Sorrows proceed, 


From tyrannous Love you ſhall quickly be Freed. 
From Semele's Aſbes a Phenix /hall riſe, 
The Yay of this Earth, and Delight of the Skies: 
A God he ſhall prove 
| More mi g than Love, 


And a Sovereign Juice ſhall invent, 
Which Antidote pure 


The fick Lover ſhall cure, 
And Sighing and Sorrow for ever prevent. 
T hen Mortals be merry, and ſcorn the blind Boy; 
Your Hearts from his Arrows ſtrong Wine ſpall defend: 
E. ch Day and each Night you ſhall revel in Toy, 
Fer whim Bacchus is born, Lowe's Reign 5 at an End. 
CHORUS. 
7 fc: Hortals be merry, &c. 
5 Dance of Satyrs. [Exennt onne 
POEMS 


- 


1 . 
" . 
8 8 
N 
F 
4 #4 
. % 
= 
* 
4 0 
* - o 
by. 1 . 
5 8 
Y 
. 9 3 
- * \ 
Ly * * J 6: 
£244 
ets? 
EG: 
F: 
3 
9 a : 
* 1 
2 4 — 
2 
7 * * 
4 #48 
7 * 


| UPON 


c 


* 
* 
q 


; 
E 
8 3 
* 
Af 
v 
Fe. 
N 
1 


Several Occaſions. 


Iinuentur atræ 


Carmine cure. 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES Lord HALIFAX. 


O You, my Lord, my Muſe her Tribute pays 
Of various Verſe, i in various rude Eſſays ; 
To You, ſhe firſt addreſs'd her early Voice, 
By Inclination led, and fix'd by Choice ; 
To You, on whoſe Indulgence ſhe depends, 


Her few collected Lays ſhe now commends. 


By no one Meaſure bound, her Numbers range, 
And unreſolv'd in Choice, delight in Change; 
Her Songs to no diſtinguiſh'd Fame aſpire, 
For, now, ſhe tries the Reed, anon, attempts the Lyre; 
In high Parnaſſus ſhe no Birthright claims, 
Nor drinks deep Draughts of Heliconian Streams; 
Yet near the ſacred Mount ſhe loves to rove, 
Viſits the Springs, and hovers round the Grove. 


She knows what Dangers wait too bold a Flight, 


And fears to fall from an {carian Height: 

Yet, ſhe admires the Wing that ſafely ſoars, 

At Diſtance follows, and its Track adores. 

She knows what Room, what Force, the Swan requires, 
Whoſe tow'ring Head above the Clouds aſpires, 

And knows as well, it is your loweſt Praiſe, 

Such Heights to reach with equal Strength and Eaſe. 


O had your Genius been to Leiſure born, 
And not more bound to aid us, than adorn ! 
Albion in Verſe with antient Greece had vy'd, 
And gain'd alone a Fame, which th ere, ſev'n States divide. 
But ſuch, ev'n ſuch Renown, too dear had coſt, | 
Had we the Patriot in the Poet lod, | 
BE + | A true 


EPISTLE. 


A true poetic State we had deplor'd, 
Had not your Miniſtry our Coin reſtor'd. 


But till, my Lord, tho' your exalted Name 
Stands foremoſt in the faireſt Liſt of Fame, 
Tho' your Ambition ends in public Good, 

(A Virtue lineal to your Houſe and Blood :) 
Yet think not meanly of your other Praiſe, 
Nor ſlight the Trophies which the Muſes raiſe. 
How oft, a Patriot's beſt laid Schemes we find 
By Party croſs'd, or Faction undermin'd ! 
If he ſucceed he undergoes this Lot, 
The Good receiv'd, the Giver is forgot. | 
But Honours which from Verſe their Source derive, 
Shall both ſurmount Detraction, and ſurvive : 
And Poets have unqueſtion'd Right to claim 
If not the Greateſt, the moſt laſting Name. 


W. Congreve. 
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; HE 
; Mourning Mos E of ALEXIS. 

| A PASTORAL 
Lamenting the Death of Queen MARx. 


Infandum Regina Fubes renovare dolorem. Virs, 


ALEXIS, MENALCAS. 


- MeNnALCAaSs. 


OD Ehold, Alexis, ſee this gloomy Shade, 

- Which ſeems alone for Sorrow's Shelter made; 
Where, no glad Beams of Light can ever play, 
But Night ſucceeding Night, excludes the Day ; ; 
Where, never Birds with Harmony repair, 
And lightſome Notes, to chear the duſky Air, 
To welcome Day, or bid the Sun farewel, 
By Morning Lark, or Evening Philomel. 

No Violet here, nor Daiſy ere was ſeen, | 
No {ſweetly budding Flow'r, nor ſpringing Green: 
For fragrant Myrtle, and the bluſhing Roſe, 
Here, baleful Yew with deadly Cypreſs grows. 
Here then, extended on this wither'd Moſs, 
. lie, and thou ſhalt ſing of Abion's Loſs; 

Of Albion's Loſs, and of Paſtora's Death, 

Begin thy mournful Song, and raiſe thy tuneful Breath. 
4 ü 
Ah Woe too great! Ah Theme which far exceeds 
Ihe lowly Lays of humble Shepherds Reeds! 
40 could I ſing in Verſe of equal Strain, 
With the Sicilian Bard, or Mantuan Swain ; 
melting Words, and moving Numbers chuſe, 
ect as the Britiſh Co/iz's mourning Muſe ; 


£ 
, 

7 
4 


Could | 


42 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 
Could I, like him, in tuneful Grief excel, 

And mourn like Sze//a for her Aſtrofel; 

Then might I raiſe my Voice, (ſecure of Skill,) 
And with melodious Woe the Valleys fill; 
The liſt'ning Echo on my Song ſhould wait, 

And hallow Rocks Paſtora's Name repeat; 


Each whiſtling Wind, and murm'ring Stream ſhould te 


xt 
„. 
* 


How lov'd the liv'd, and how lamented fell. 
MENALCAS. 

Wert thou with ev'ry Bay and Laurel crown'd, 

And high as Pan himielf in Song renown'd, 

Yet would not all thy Art avail, to ſhow 

Verſe worthy of her Name, or of our Woe: 

But ſuch true Paſſion in thy Face appears, 

In thy pale Lips, thick Sighs, and guſhing Tears, 

Such tender Sorrow in thy Heart 1 read, 

As ſhall ſupply all Skill, if not exceed. 

Then leave this common Form of dumb Diſtreſs, 

Each vulgar Grief can Sighs and Tears exprels ; 

In ſweet complaining Notes thy Paſſion vent, 


And notin Sighs, but Words explaining Sighs lament. 


ALEXTIS. 

Wild be my Words, Menalcas, wild my Thought, 
Artleſs as Nature's Notes, in Birds untaught; 
Boundleſs my Verſe, and roving be my Strains, 
Various as Flow'rs on unfrequented Plains. 

And thou Thala, Darling of my Breaſt, 

By whom inſpir'd, I ſung at Comus' Feaſt ; 

While in a Ring, the jolly rural Throng 

Have ſate and {mil'd to hear my chearful Song: 
Begone, with all thy Mirth and ſprightly Lays, 
My Pipe, no longer now thy Pow'r obeys ; 
Learn to lament, my Muſe, to weep, and mourn, 
Thy ſpringing Laurels, all to Cyprus turn; 
Wound with thy diſmal Cries the tender Air, 


% 


And beat thy ſnowy Breaſt, and rend thy yellow Hair 


Far hence, in utmoſt Wilds, thy Dwelling chuſe, 
Begone, Thalia, Sorrow is my Muſe. 
{ mourn PAsTORA dead, let ALBION mourn, 


And. ſable Clouds her chalky Cliffs adorn. 
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Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 43 
No more, theſe Woods ſhall with her Sight be bleſs'd, 
Nor with her Feet, theſe Flow'ry Plains be preſs'd ; 
No more, the Winds ſhall with her Treſſes play, 
And from her balmy Breath ſteal Sweets away ; 
No more, theſe Rivers chearfully ſhall paſs, 
Pleas'd to reflect the Beauties of her Face; 
ould te 4 While on their Banks the wond'ring Flocks have ſtood, 
Greedy of Sight, and negligent of Food. 
| Doc more, the Nymphs ſhall with ſoft Tales delight 
d, Her Ears, no more with Dances pleaſe her Sight; 
| Nor ever more ſhall Swain make Song of Mirth, 
To bleſs the joyous Day, that gave her Birth: 
Loft is that Day, which had from her its Light: 
Por ever loſt with her in endleſs Night: 
5, In endleſs Night, and Arms of Death ſhe lies, 
Death in eternal Shades has ſhut Paſtora's Eyes. 
Lament, ye Nymphs, and mourn ye w:etched Swains, 


3, Stray all ye Flocks, and deſart be ye Plains, 

s ; Sig all ye Winds, and weep ye cryſtal Floods, 
EX ade all ye Flow'rs, and wither all ye Woods. 

ment. 1 mourn PAS TOR A dad, let ALBION mourn, 


i And ſable Clouds her chalky Cliffs adorn. 
ght, Within a diſmal Grott, hs Damps ſurround, 
All cold ſhe lies upon th' unwholeſom Ground; 
The Marble weeps, and with a filent Pace, 
Its trickling Tears diſtil upon her Face. 
Falſly ye weep, ye Rocks, and falſly mourn ! 
For never will you let the Nymph return! 
With a feign'd Grief the faithleſs 'Tomb relents, 
And like the Crocodile its Prey laments. 

O ſhe was heav'nly fair, in Face and Mind ! 
Never in Nature were ſuch Beauties join'd : 

Without, all ſhining ; and within, all white; 
Pure to the Senſe, and pleaſing to the Sight; 
2 Like ſome rare Flow'r, whoſe Leaves all Colours yield, 
w Hair And opening, is with ſweeteſt Odours fill'd. 
, = As lofty Pines o'ertop the the lowly Reed, 

& So did her graceful Height all Nymphs exceed, 

To which excelling Height, ſhe bore a Mind 
Humble, as Oſiers bending to the Wind, 
Thus excellent ſhe was——— 
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44 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions 1 
Ah wretched Fate] She was but is n2 more. „ 
Help me, ye Hills and Valleys, to v.plore. i 

Tt mourn PASTORA dead, let Allos mourn, 15 

Ard ſable Clouds her chalky Cliffs adorn. 1 

From that bleſt Earth, on which her Body lies, 
May blooming Flow'rs with fragrant Sweets ariſe: | 

Let Myrrha weeping Aromatick Gum, St 
And ever-living Laurel, ſhade her Tomb. 

Thither let all th' induſtrious Bees repair, 

Unlade their Thighs, and leave their Honey there x 
Thither let Fairies with their Train reſort, | 
Neglect their Revels, and their Midnight Sport, 5 
There in unuſual Wailings waſte the Night, | 19 
And watch her by the ficry Glow-worm's Light. 

There, may no diſmal Yew, nor Cypreſs grow, ; 
Nor Holly Buſh, nor bitter Elder's Bough ; = 
Let each unlucky Bird far build his Neſt, - 1 
And diſtant Dens receive each howling Beaſt; 

Let Wolves be gone, be Ravens put to Flight, 
With hooting Owls, and Batts that hate the Light. 

But let the ſighing Doves their Sorrows bring, 
And Nightingales in ſweet Complaining ſing; 0 
Let Swans from their forſaken Rivers fly, = 
And ſick' ning at her Tomb make haſte to die, : 
That they may help to ſing her Elegy. 

Let Echo too, in mimick Moan deplore, 
And cry with me, Paftora is no more! 

I mourn PasTORA dead, let ALBION mourns 

And ſable Cloud; her chalky Cliffs adorn. 

And ſee the Heav'ns to weep in Dew prepare, 
And heavy Miſts obſcure the burden'd Air: x 
A ſudden Damp o'er all the Plain is ſpread, 1 
Each Lily folds its Leaves, and hangs its Head. * 
On ev'ry Tree the Bloſſoms turn to Tears, 
And ev'ry Bough a weeping Moiſture bears. 1 
Their Wings the Feather'd airy People droop, Y 
And Flocks beneath their dewy Fleeces ſtoop. — 

The Rocks are cleft, and new deſcending Rills, * 
Furrow the Brows of all th' impending Hills. ; 
The Water-Gods to Floods their Riv lets turn, | 
And each with ſtreaming Eyes, ſupplies his wanting Urn. 

| The 


The Fauns forſake the Woods, the Nymphs the Grove, 


And round the Plain in ſad Diſtractions rove; 


In prickly Brakes their tender Limbs they tear, 
And leave on Thorns their Locks of golden Hair. 
With their ſharp Nails, themſelves the Satyrs wound, 
And tug their ſhaggy Beards, and bite with Grief the 
round, - | 
Lo Pan himſelf, beneath a blaſted Oak 
Dejected hes, his Pipe in Pieces broke, 
See Pal:s weeping too, in wild Deſpair, 
And to the piercing Winds her Boſom bare. 
And ſee yon fading Myrtle, where appears 
The Queen of Love, all bath'd in flowing Tears, 
See, how ſhe wrings her Hands, and beats her Breaſt, 
And tears her uſeleſs Girdle from her Waſte : 
Hear the fad Murmurs of her ſighing Doves, 
For Grief they ſigh, forgetful of their Loves. 
Lo, Lowe himſelf, with heavy Woes oppreſt! 
See, how his Sorrows {well his tender Breaſt ; 
His Bow he breaks, and wide his Arrows flings, 
And folds his little Arms, and hangs his drooping Wings; 
Then lays his Limbs upon the dying Graſs, 
And all with Tears bedews his beaateous Face, 
With Tears which from his folded Lids ariſe, 
And even Lowe himſelf has weeping Eyes. 
All Nature mourns; the Floods and Rocks deplore, 
And cry with me Paftora is no more! 
I mourn PaSTORA dead, let ALBION mourn, 
And ſable Clouds her chalky Cliffs adorn. 
The Rocks can melt, and Air in Miſts can mourn, 
And Floods can weep, and Winds to Sighs can turn 


The Birds, in Songs, their Sorrows can diſcloſe, 


And Nymphs and Swains, in Words can tell their Woes, 
But oh! behold that deep and wild Deſpair, 

Which neither Winds can ſhow, nor Floods, nor Air. 
See the great Shepherd, Chief of all the Swains, 


Lord of theſe Woods, and wide extended Plains, 


Stretch'd on the Ground, and cloſe to Earth his Face, 
Scalding with Tears th' already faded Graſs ; 

To the cold Clay he joins his throbbing Breaſt, 

No more within Paftora's Arms to reſt ! 
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46 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


And cold that Boſom, once all downy Bliſs ; 


Than wildeſt Wolves or ſavkge Tigers are; | 


And fixing there, a glorious Star remains: 


| 0 F Arms and War my Maſe aſpires to Sing, 


8 


No more! For thoſe once ſoft and circlmg Arms 
Themſelves are Clay, and cold are all her Charms. 
Cold are thoſe Lips, which he no more muſt kiſs, 


On whoſe ſoft Pillows lulPd in ſweet Delights, 
He us'd, in balmy Sleep, to loſe the Nights. 

Ah! where is all that Love and Fondneſs fled ? 
Ah! where is all that tender Sweetneſs laid? 
To Duſt muſt all that Heav'n of Beauty coine! 
And muſt Paſtora moulder in the Tomb! | 
Ah Death ! more fierce, and unrelenting far, 


With Lambs and Sheep their Hungers are appeas'd, Th 


But rav'nous Death the Shepherdeſs has ſeiz d. Ih; 


1 mourn PAS TORA dead, let ALBION mourn, 
And ſable Clouds her chalky Cliffs adorn. . 
« But ſee, Menalcas, where a ſudden Light, % 

% With Wonder ſtops my Song, and ſtrikes my Sight: Fo! 


« And where Pa/tora lies, it ſpreads around, Bot 
« Shewing all radiant bright the ſacred Ground, -— li 
« While from her Tomb, behold a Flame aſcends High 
Of whiteſt Fire, whoſe Flight to Heav'n extends! From 
On flaky Wings it mounts, and quick as Sight BA 


« Cuts thro' the yielding Air, with Rays of Light; 
&« Till the blue Firmament at laſt it gains, 


Faireſt it ſhines ef all that light the Skies, 
As once on Earth were ſeen PASTORA's Eyrs. 


| | OfH 

Pr ro re ono 
To the KING on the taking of NAMURE, 3 A 
IRREGULAR ODE. -- Mm. 
Preſenti tibi Maturos largimur Honores : | . o 


Nil oriturum alias, nil ertum tale fatentes. 


Hon. ad Auguſtum. 
I 


And ſtrike the Lyre upon an untry'd String: 
New Fire informs my Soul, unfelt before; 
And, on new Wings, to Heights unknown I ſoar. 
| an O Pon 'r 


Poem 2 re Occaſi n. 47 
& >ow'r unſeen ! by whoſe Reſiſtleſs Force 
Won d, I take this Flight, direct my Courſe; 
For Fancy, wild and pathleſs Ways will chuſe, 
Which Judgment, rarely, or with Pain, purſues. 
Wi ſacred Nymph, whence this great Change rene 


y ſcorns the lowly Swain his Oaten Reeds, 
Jaring aloud to ſtrike the ſounding Lyre, 
"2 And ſing Heroic Deeds; 
Neglting Flames of Ong for martial Fire ? 
I, 

"William , alone, my feeble Voice can raiſe; 7 

What Voice ſo weak, that cannot ſing his Praiſe !_ 

The liſtning World each Whſper will befriend 

That breathes his Name, and ev'ry Ear attend. 

The hov'ring Winds on downy Wings ſhall wait around, 
And catch and waft to foreign Lands, the flying Sound. 
Ev'n I will in his Praiſe be heard; 

For by his Name my Verſe ſhall be preferr d. 

Borne like a Lark upon this Eagle's Wing, 

High as the Spheres, I will his Triumph ſing; 
High as the Head of Fame; Fame whole exalted Size, 
From the deep Vale extends, up to the vaulted Skies“: 

A thouſand talking Tongues the Monſter bears, 

A thouſand waking Eyes, and ever-open Ears ; 
_ Hourly ſhe ſtalks, with huge gigantick Pace, 
Meas' ring the Globe, like Time, with conſtant Race ; 

Vet ſhall ſhe ſtay, and bend to William's Praiſe : 

Of Him, her thoufand Ears ſhall hear triumphant Lays, 
F Him her Tongues ſhall talk, on him her Eyes ſhall gaze. 
III. 
3 But lo, a Change aſtoniſhing my Eyes! 
i And all around, behold new Objects riſe! 


1 o cloath in woke Shape my various Thought? 

K. Are theſe by Fancy wrought! 

Can ſtrong Ideas ſtrike ſo deep the Senſe! 

* O ſacred Poeſy ! O boundleſs Power! 
W hatWonders de thou trace, what hidden Worlds explore 
| Thro' Seas, Earth, Air, and the wide circling Sky, 
Vhat is not O_ and ſeen, by thy all-piercing Eye! 


IV. "I was 
* Virg. En. 4. 
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"Twas now, when ry Lawns the Proſpect mat ; 
And flowing Brooks beneath a Foreſt's Shade; ? Di 
A Lowing Heifer, lovelieſt of the Herd, % , 
Stood feeding by ; while two fierce Bulls prepar'd 4 


Their armed Heads for Fight; by Fate of War, to pro £4 
'The Victor worthy of the Fair One's Love. 7 be 
Unthought I reſage, of what met next my View! _? 3 

For ſoon the ſhady Scene withdrew. 4 _ 


And now, for Woods, and Fields, and fpringin'# 
Flow'rs; 4 
Behold a 'Town ariſe, bulwark'd with WEEK, and lof a 
Tow'rs; | 
Two rival Armies all the Plain o erſpread, | 
Each in Battalia rang'd, and ſhining Arms array'd ; 
With eager Eyes, beholding both from far, 
Namur, the Prize and Miſtreſs of the War, 
V. 
Now, Thirſt of Conqueſt, and immortal Fame, 
Does ev'ry Chief and Soldier's Heart inflame. 
Defenſive Arms, the Gallic Forces bear; 
While Hardy Britons for the Storm prepare: 
For Fortune had, with partial Hand before 
Reſign'd the Rule to Gallia's Pow'r. 
High on a Rock the mighty Fortreſs ſtands, 4 
Founded by Fate; and wrought by Nature's Hand 8 
A wond'rous Taft it is th Aſcent to gain, 1 
Thro' craggy Cliffs, that ſtrike the Sight with Pain, 
And nod impending Terrors o'er the Plain. = 
To this, what Dangers Men can add, by Force or Skil wil: 
(And great is human Force and Wit in Ill) 5 
Are join d; on ev ry Side, wide gaging Engines wait, 
Teeming with Fire, and big with certain Fate; t 
Ready to hurl Deſtruction from above, 
In dreadful Roar, mocking the Wrath of Fowe. 2 
Thus fearful, does the Face of adverſe Pow'r appear; Up 
Fut Britt Forces ate unus'd to Fear: Fro 
T ho' thus oppos'd, they might, if William were not there The 
VI. en 
But hark, the Voice of War! Behold the Storm begin 4 | $ 
The Trumpet's Clangor ſpeaks in loud Alarms, Wu! 
Mingling ſhri!l Notes with dreadful Din I 
Of Cannons burſt, and ratling Claſh of Arms, Cul 
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Clamours from Earth to Heav'n, from Heav'n to Earth 
T "I ? rebound, 
Diſtinction, in promiſcuous Noiſe is drown'd, 
5g 3 And Echo loſt in one continu'd Sound, 
© 3 Torrents of Fire from Brazen Mouths are ſent, 
Follow'd by Peals, as if each Pole were rent; 
Such Flames the Gulphe of Tartarus diſgorge, | 
So vaulted na roars from Vulcan's Forge; 
Huch were the Peals from thence, ſuch the vaſt Blaze 
TT that broke, 
1 Redning with horrid Gloom, the duſky Smoke, 
When the huge Cyclops did with molding Thunder ſweat, 
And maſſive Bolts on 2 "hl Anvils beat. 
H 1 
idſt this Rage, behold, where William ſtands, 
. Undaunted, Undiſmay'd! 
A With Face ſerene, diſpenſing dread Commands; 
| Which heard with Awe, are with Delight obey'd. 
A thouſand fiery Deaths around him fly; 
5 And burning Balls hiſs harmleſs by: 
For ev'ry Fire his ſacred Head muſt ſpare, 
Nor dares the Lightning touch the Laurels there. 
1 VIII. 
4 E ow many a wounded Briton feels the Rage 
Of miſſive Fires that feſter in each Limb, 
Hands Which dire Revenge alone has Pow'r Faſſwage: 
Revenge makes Danger dreadleſs ſeem, 
And now, with deſp'rate Force, and freſh Attack, 
Thro' obvious Deaths, reſiſtleſs Way they make; 
Raiſing high Piles of Earth, and heap on heap they lay, 
, 3 And then aſcend ; reſembling thus (as far 
s wail, As Race of Men inferior, may) | 
©; Ihe fam'd Gigantic War. 
* hen thoſe tall Sons of Earth, did Hens n aſpire; 
1 Brave, but impious Fire!) 
Uprooting Hills, with moſt ſtupendous Hale, 
To form the high and dreadful Scale. 
he Gods, with Horror and Amaze, look'd do vn, 
| . WBcholding Rocks from their firm Baſis rent; 
n begin Mountain on Mountain thro wn, 
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Th' Attempt did Fear in Heav'n create; 
Ev'n Jove deſponding fate, 
"Till Mars with all his Force collected, ſtood, 
And pour'd whole Var on the rebellious Brood; 
Who tumbling headlong from th' Empyreal Skies, ; # 
O'erwhelm'd thoſe Hills, by which they thought to riſe, # 
Mars, on the Gods did then his Aid beſtow, 'Þ 
And now in Godlike William ſtorms, with equal Forc: ® 
— [below 
Still thay proceed, with firm unſhaken Pace, 1 
And hardy Breaſts oppos'd to Danger's Face. 
With daring Feet, on ſpringing Mines they tread 
Of ſecret Sulphur, in dire Ambuſh laid. 1 
Still they proceed; tho' all beneath, the lab' ring Cart "7 
Trembles to give the dread Irruptions Birth. © 
Thro' this, thro' more, thro! all they go, 
Mounting at laſt amidſt the vanquiſh'd Foe. 
See, how they climb, and ſcale the ſteepy Walls! 
See, how the Britons riſe ! ſee the retiring Gawls ! | 
Now from the Fort, behold the yielding Flag is ſpreac f 
And William s Banner on the Breach diſplay d. f 
X. 
Hark, the triumphant Shouts from ev'ry Voice! 
The Skies with Acclamations ring! 
Hark, how around, the Hills rejoice, 
And Rocks reflected I's ſing ! 
Hautboys and Fifes and Trumpets join'd, 
Heroic Harmony prepare, 
And charm to Silence ev'ry Wind, 
And glad the late tormented Air. 
Far, is the Sound of martial Muſic ſpread, 
Ech'oing thro” all the Ga/lic Hoſt, by 
Whoſe num'rous Troops the dreadful Storm ſurvey'df OM 
But they with Wonder, or with Awe diſmay'd, 3 
Unmov'd beheld the Fortreſs loſt. 
Villiam, their num'rous Troops with Terror fill'd, 0 
Such wondrous Charms can Godlike Valour ſhow xx 
Not the wing'd Perſeus, with Petrific Shield 6 
Of Gergor's Head, to more Amazement charm'd his 1 
Nor, when on ſoaring Horſe he flew, to aid = 
And ſave from Monſter's Rage, the beauteous vai 


— 
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” Or more heroic was the Deed; 
Or ſhe to ſurer Chains decreed, 
Than was Namur; till now by William freed, 
5 XI. 
Deſcend, my Muſe, from thy too daring height, 
| x Deſcend to Earth, and eaſe thy wide-ftretch'd Wing 
q or weary art thou grown, of this unwonted Flight, 
Y And doft with Pain of Triumphs ſing. 
> M ore fit for thee, reſume thy rural Reeds; 
For War let more harmonious Harps be ſtrung; 
Je thou of Love, and leave Great William's Deeds 
ad To Him who ſung the Boyne ; or Him to whom he Sung. 


the BIRTH of the MUSE. 
To the Right Hon. CHARLES Lord HALLIFAX. 


Dignum laude virum Muſa wetat mori. Hor. 


Eſcend, celeſtial Muſe ! thy Son inſpire 
3 Of thee to ſing; infuſe the holy Fire. 
elov'd of Gods and Men, thy ſelf diſcloſe; 
Say, from what Source thy heav'nly Pow'r aroſe, 
Which from unnumb'red Years deliv'ring down 
The Deeds of Heroes deathleſs in Renown, | 
Extends their Life and Fame to Ages yet unknown. 
Time and the Myſe, ſet forth with equal Pace; 
At once the Rivals ſtarted to the Race: 
And both at once the deſtin'd Courſe ſhall end, 
Or both to all Eternity contend. 
0¹ de to preſerve what t other cannot ſave, 
nd reſcue Virtue riſing from the Grave. 
Y o thee, O Montague, theſe Strains are ſung, 
o Fer thee my Voice is tun'd, and ſpeaking Lyre 1s ſtrung ; 
e = ev'ry Grace of ev ry Muſe i is thine, 
thee their various Fires united ſhine, | 
2a arling of Phebus and the tuneful Nine! 
Te thee alone I dare my Song commend, 8 0 


thoſe Nature can forgive, and Pow'r defend, 
d ſhew by Turns, the Patron and the Friend. 
Begin, my Muſe, from Fowe derive thy Song, 
1 1 Song of Right, does firft to Fove elong: 
us Mai chou thyſelf art of celeſtial Seed, 
dare a Sire inferior boaſt the Breed, | 
8 ©3 „ When 
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When firſt the Frame of this vaſt Ball was made, * 
And Fove with Joy the finiſh'd Work ſurvey'd; 
Viciflitude of Things, of Men and States, 

Their Riſe and Fall were deſtin'd by the Fates. 
Then T:me had firſt a Name; by firm Decree 
Appointed Lord of all Futurity. 

Within whoſe ample Boſom Fates repoſe 

Cauſes of Things, and ſecret Seeds encloſe, 
Which ripening there, ſhall one Day gain a Birth, 
And force a Paſſage thro' the teeming Earth. 

To bim they give, to rule the ſpacious Light, 
And bound the yet unparted Day and Night; 

To wing the Hours that whirl the rolling Sphere, 
'To ſhift the Seaſons, and conduct the Year, 
Duration of Dominion and of Pow'r 

To him preſcribe, and fix each fated Hour. 

This mighty Rule, to Time the Fates ordain, 

But yet to hard Conditions bind his Reign, 
For ev'ry beauteous Birth he brings to Light, 
(How good ſoc'er and grateful in his Sight,) 

He muſt again to native Earth reſtore, 

And all his Race with Iron Teeth devour, | 
Nor Good, nor Great ſhall 'icape his hungry Maw, 
But bleeding Nature prove the rigid Law. 

Not yet, the looſen'd Earth aloft was ſlung, 
Or pois'd amid the Skies in Balance hung; 

Nor yet, did Golden Fires the Sun adorn, 
Or borrow'd Luſtre ſilver Cynthia's Horn, 
Nor yet, had Jie Commiſſion to begin, 

Or Fate the many-twiſted Web to ſpin; 
When all the heav'nly Hoſt aſſembled came, 
To view the World yet reſting on its Frame; 
Eager they preſs, to ſee the Sire diſmiſs 
And roll the Globe along the vaſt Abyſs. 

When deep revolving Thoughts the God retain, 
Which for a Space ſuſpend the promis'd Scene. 
Once more his Eyes on Time intentive look, 
Again, inſpect Fate's univerſal Book. 

Abroad the wondrous Volume he diſplays, 
And preſent views the Deeds of future Days. 
A beauteous Scene adorns the foremoſt Page, 


Where Nature's Bloom preſents the golden Age. 


aw, 


Un, 
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| T e Golden Leaf to Silver ſoon reſigns, 


And fair the Sheet, but yet more faintly ſhines. 
Of baſer Braſs, the next denotes the Times, 


An impious Page deform'd with deadly Crimes. 


f 3 e Fourth yet wears a worſe and browner Face, 


Aa d adds to gloomy Days an Iron Race. 
He turns the Book, and ev'ry Age reviews, 
Ihen all the kingly Line his Eye purſues : 


he frſt of Men, and Lords of Earth deſign'd, 


Who under him ſhould govern human-kind. 
Of future Heroes, there the Lives he reads, 


In ſearch of Glory ſpent, and Godlike Deeds; 
Who Empires found, and goodly Cities build, 


And ſavage Men compel to leave the Field. 


All this he ſaw, and all he ſaw approv'd; 
When Lo! but thence a narrow Space remov'd. 


nd hungry Time has all the Scene defac'd, 


Phe Kings deftroy'd, and laid the Kingdoms waſte ; 


Ocether all in common Ruins lie, 

And but anon and ev'n the Ruins die. 

Th' Almighty, inly touch'd Compaſſion found, 
Jo ſee great Actions in Oblivion drown'd ; | 
pd forward ſearch'd the Roll to find if Fate 
Had no Reſerve to ſpare the Good and Great. 
Bright in his View the Tr9jan Heroes ſhine, 
And Jlian Structures rais'd by Hands divine 
But Ilium ſoon in native Duſt is laid, | 
And all her boaſted Pile a Ruin made : 

Yor Great Zens can her Fall withſtand, 


But flies, to ſave his Gods, to foreign Land, 

Ihe Roman Race ſucceed the Dardan State, 

And firſt, and ſecond Cæſar God-like Great. 
till on to After-days his Eyes deſcend, 


4 


Hr rolling Years her happy Fortunes ſmile, 
d Fates propitious bleſs the beauteous Iſle ; 
Worlds remote, ſhe wide extends her Reign, 
and welds the Trident of the ſtormy Main. 35 
'R | 06 3 This 
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'Thus on the Baſe of Empire firm ſhe ſtands, 
While bright Eliza rules the willing Lands. 

But ſoon a lowring Sky comes on apace, 
And Fate revers'd ſhews an ill-omen'd Face. 
The Void of Heav'n a gloomy Horror fills, 

And cloudy Veils involve her ſhining Halls ; 

Of Greatneſs paſs'd no Footſteps ſhe retains, 

Sunk in a Series of inglorious Reigns. 

She feels the Change, and deep regrets the Shame, 

Of Honours loſt, and her diminiſh'd Name: 

Conſcious ſhe ſeeks from Day to ſhrowd her Head, 

And glad wou'd ſhrink beneath her Oozy Bed. 
Thus far, the ſacred Leaves Britanna's Woes 

In ſhady Draughts and duſky Lines diſcloſe, 

Th' enſuing Scene revolves a martial Age, 

And ardent Colours gild the glowing Page. 
Behold ! of radiant Light an Orb ariſe, 

Which, kindling Day, reſtores the darken'd Skies : 

And ſee! on Seas the beamy Ball deſcends, 

And now its Courſe to fair Britannia bends : 

Along the foamy Main the Billows bear 

The floating Fire, and waft the ſhining Sphere. 

Hail, happy Omen ! Hail, auſpicious Sight ! 
Thou glorious Guide to yet a greater Light. 
For ſee a Prince, whom dazling Arms array, 
Purſuing cloſely, plows the wat'ry Way, 
Tracing the Glory thro' the flaming Sea. 

Britannia, rife; awake, O faireſt Iſle, 
From Iron Sleep, again thy Fortunes ſmile. 
Once more look up, the mighty Man behold, 
Whole Reign renews the former Age of Gold. 
The Fates at length the bliſsful Web have ſpun, 
And bid it round in endleſs Circles run. 
Again, ſhall diſtant Lands confeſs thy Sway, 
Again, the wat'ry World thy Rule obey; 
Again, thy martial Sons ſhall thuſt for Fame, 
And win in foreign Fields a deathleſs Name; 
For Villiam's Genius ev'ry Soul inſpires, 
And warms the frozen Youth with warlike Fires. 
Already, ſee, the hoſtile Troops retreat, 
And ſeem forewarn'd of their impending Fate. 
Already routed, Foes his Fury feel, 
And ſly the Force of his unerring Steel. 
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'Y N The haughty Gaul, who well, till now, might boaſt 

} bp matchleſs Sword and unreſiſted Hoſt, 
At his foreſeen Approach the Field forſakes; 
His Cities tremble, and his Empire ſhakes. 
is tow'ring Enfigns long had aw'd the Plain, 
And Fleets audaciouſly uſurp'd the Main; 
A gath'ring Storm he ſeem'd, which from afar 
Teem'd with a Deluge of deſtrudtive War. 
„ Iill William's ſtronger Genius ſoar'd above, 
And down the Skies the daring Tempeſt drove. 
So from the radiant Sun retires the Night, 
And weſtern Clouds ſhot thro' with orient Light. 
So when th' aſſuming God, whom Storms obey, 
To all the warring Winds at once gives way, 
The frantic Brethren ravage all around, 

And Rocks, and Woods, and Shores their Rage reſound; 
Incumbent o'er the Main, at length they ſweep 
The liquid Plains, and raiſe the peaceful wp” 

4 Jut when ſuperior Neptune leaves his Bed, 

His Trident ſhakes, and ſhews his awful Head; 2. 
The madding Winds are huſh'd, the Tempeſts ceaſe, 
And ev'ry rolling Surge reſides in Peace. 

And now the ſacred Leaf a Landſkip wears, 

Where, Heav'n ſerene, and Air unmov'd appears. 

The Roſe and Lily paint the verdant Plains, 


And Palm and Olive ſhade the ſylvan Scenes. 
The peaceful Thames beneath his Banks abides, 
And ſoft, and fall, the ſilver Surface glides. 

4 The Zephyrs fan the Fields, the whiſp'ring Breeze 
I» With fragrant Breath remurmurs thro” the Trees. 

The warbling Birds applauding new-born Light, 
In wanton Meaſures wing their airy F light, 
| Above the Floods the finny Race repair, 

And bound aloft, and baſk in upper Air; | 
They gild their ſcaly Backs in Phebus? Beams, 
And ſcorn to ſkim the Level of the Streams. 
"Whole Nature wears a gay and joyous Face, 
And blooms and ripens with the Fruits of Peace. 


No more the lab'ring Hind regrets his Toil,, 
But chearfully manures the grateful Soil; 
{ Fecure the Glebe a plenteous Crop will yield, 
| I 0 golden Cees grace the waving Field. 
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Th' adven'trous Man, who durſt the Deep explore, 
Oppoſe the Winds, and tempt the ſhelfy Shore, 
Beneath his Roof now taſtes unbroken Reſt, 
Enough with native Wealth and Plenty bleſt. 
No more the forward Youth purſues Alarms, 
Nor leaves the ſacred Arts for ſtubborn Arms. | 
No more the Mothers from their Hopes are torn, 
Nor weeping Maids the promis'd Lover mourn. 
No more the Widows Shrieks, and Orphans Cres, 
Torment the patient Air, and pierce the Skies. 
But peaceful Joys the proſp'rous Times afford, 
And baniſh'd Virtue is again reſtor'd. 
And he whoſe Arms alone ſuſtain'd the Toil, 
And propp'd the nodding Frame of Pritain's Iſle; 
By whoſc illuſtrious Deeds, her Leaders fir d. 
Have Honours loſt retriev'd, and new acquir'd, 
With equal Sway, will Virtue's Laws maintain, 
And good, as great, in aw ful Peace ſhall reign; 
For his Example ſtill the Rule ſhall give, 
And thoſe it taught to conquer, teach to live. 
Proceed ing on, the Father ſtill unfolds 
Succecding Leaves, and brighter ſtill beholds ; 
The lateſt ſeen the faireſt ſeems to ſhine, 
Yet ſudden does to one more fair reſign. 
Th' Eternal paus'd | 
Nor would Britaunia's Fate beyond explore; 
Enough he ſaw beiides the coming Store. 
Enough the Hero had already done, 
And round the wide Extent of Glory run : 
Nor further now the ſhining Path purſues, 
But like the Sun the ſame bright Race renews. 
And ſhall remorſeleſs Fates on him have Pow'r ! "8 
Or 7ime unequally ſuch Worth devour ! = 
Then, wherefore ſhall the Brave for Fame conteſt ? 4 
Why is this Man diftinguiſh'd from the reſt? 
Waoſe ſoaring Genius now ſublime aſpires, 
And deathleſs Fame the due Reward requires. 
Approving Heav'n th' exalted Virtue views, 
Nor can the Claim which it approves refuſe. 
The great Creator ſoon the Grant reſolves, 
And in his mighty Mind the Means revolves. + 
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He thought; nor doubted once, again to chuſe, 
it But ſpake the Word, and made th'immortal Mz/e. 
a 1 cer did his Pow'r produce ſo bright a Child, 
i Dn whoſe Creation infant Nature ſmil'd. 
4 Ferfect at firſt, a finiſh'd Form the wears, 
And Youth perpetual in her Face appears. 
* h' aſſembled Gods, who long expecting ſtaid, 
Wich new Delight gaze on the lovely Maid, 
And think the wiſh'd for World was well delay 'd. 
Nen did the Sire himſelf his Joy diſguiſe, 
But ſtedfaſt view'd, and fix d, and fed his Eyes. 
Intent a Space, at length he Silence broke, 
And thus the God the heav'nly Fair beſpoke. 
To thee, immortal Maid, from this bleſs'd Hour, 
Ser Time and Fame, I give unbounded Pow'r, 
hou from Oblivion ſhalt the Hero ſave 
Halt raiſe, revive, immertalize the Brave. 
Lo thee, the Dardan Prince ſhall owe his Fame; 
3 thee, the Cæſars their eternal Name. 
Eliza, ſung by thee, with Fate ſhall ftrive, 
2 long as Time, in ſacred Verſe ſurvive. 
And yet O Muſe, remains the nobleſt Theme; 
The firſt of Men, mature for endleſs Fame, 
Y. future Songs ſpall grace, and all thy Lays, 
4 1 alone Hall wait on William's Praiſe. 
his heroic Deeds thy Verſe ſpall riſe ; 
Thou pal aiffuſe the Fires that he ſupplies. 
ro him thy Songs ſhall more ſublime aſpire ; 6 
2 he, thro them, ſhall deathleſs Fame acquire : 
Ner Time, nor Fate his Glory ſhall oppoſe, 
0 . blaſt the Monuments the Muſe Beſtoæus. | 
This ſaid; no more remain'd. Th' Ethereal Hoſt 
Again impatient crowd the cryſtal Coaſt. 
The Father, now, within his ſpacious Hands, 
Encompals'd all the mingled Maſs of Seas and Lands; 
And having heav'd aloft the pond'rous Sphere, 
He launch'd the World to float in ambient Air, 
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ET all be huſht, each ſofteſt Motion ceaſe, 
Be ev'ry loud tumultuous Thought at Peace, 


C5 And 


58 Poems won ſeveral La 
And ev'ry ruder Gaſp of Breath 


Re calm, as in the Arms of Death. 
And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſy Part, 1 
Thou reſtleſs Wanderer, my Heart, 

Be ſtill; gently, ah gently, leave, 

Thou buſy, idle thing, to heave. 

Stir not a Pulſe, and let my Blood, 

That turbulent, unruly Flood, 

Be ſoftly ſtaid: 

Let me be all, but my Attention, dead. 
C0, reſt, unneceſſary Springs of Life, 

Leave your officious Toil and Strife; 
For I would hear her Voice, and try 
If it be poſſible to die. 

. 


Come all ye Love-ſick Maids and wounded Swains, 
Alnqd liſten to her healing Strains. 
A wond'rous Balm between her Lips ſhe wears, 
Of ſov'reign Force to ſoften Cares; 
And this through ev'ry Ear ſhe can impart, 
{By tune ful Breath aiffus'd) to ev'ry Heart. 
Swiftly the gentle Charmer flies, 
And to the tender Grief ſoft Air applies, 
Which, warbling myſtic Sounds, 
Cements the bleeding Panter's Wounds, 
But ah! beware of clam'rous Moan : 
Let no unpleaſing Murmur, or harſh Groan, 
Your ſlighted Loves declare: 
Your very tend'reſt moving Sighs forbear, 
For even they will be too boitt'rous here. 
Hitker let nought but ſacred Silence come, 
And let all ſaucy Praiſe be dumb. 
III. 
And lo! Silence himſelf is here; 
Methinks I ſee the Midnight God appear, 
In all his doviny Pomp array'd, 
Behold the rev'rend Shade : 
An ancient Sigh he fits upon, 
Whole Memory of Sound is long ſince gone, 
And purpoiely annihilated for his Throne: 
Beneath, two ſoft tranſparent Clouds do meet, | 
In which he ſcems to fink his ſofter Feet. 
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| 10 A melancholy Thought, condens'd to Air, 

i Stol'n from a Lover in Deſpair, 
Like a thin Mantle, ſerves to wrap 
In Fluid F olds his viſionary Shape. 
5 A Wreath of Darkneſs round his Head he wears, 
Where curling Miſts ſupply the Want of Hairs: 
While the ſtill Vapours, which from Poppies riſe, 
Pedew his hoary Face, and lull his Eyes. 


5 5 


But hark! the heav nly Sphere turns round, 
And Silence now is drown'd 
In ecſtaſy of Sound. 
How on a ſudden the ſtill Air is charm'd, 
As if all Harmony were juſt alarm'd, 
And ev'ry Soul with Tranſport fill'd, 
Alternately is thaw'd and chill'd. 
See how the heav'nly Choir 
Come flocking to admire, 
7 And with what Speed and Care, 
RD . Angels call the thinneſt Air! 
Haſte then, come all th'immortal Throng, 
And liſten to her Song; 
Leave your. loy'd Manſions, in the Sky, 
And hither, quickly hither fly ; 
Your Loſs of Heav' u, nor ſhall you need to fear, 
While ſhe lings, tis Heav'n here. 
See how they croud, ſce how the little Cherubs ſkip! ! 
While others ſit around her Mouth, and ſip 
Sweet Hallelujahs from her Lip. 
hoſe Lips, where in Surpriſe of Bi they rove; 
Fof ne'er before did Angels taſte 
So exquiſite a Feaſt, 
Of Muſic and of Love. 
Prepare then, ye immortal Choir, 
Each ſacred Minſtrel tune his Lyre, 
And with her Voice in Chorus join, 
Her Voice, which next to yours is moſt divine. 
& Bleſs the glad Earth with heav'nly Lays, 
And to that Pitch th'eternal Accents raiſe, 
Which only Breath inſpir'd can reach, 
7 To Notes, which only ſhe can learn, and you can chi 
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While we, charm'd with the lov'd Exceſs, 
Are wrapt in ſweet Forgetfulneſs 


Of all, of all, but of the preſent Happineſs: 


Wiſhing for ever in that State to lye, 
For ever to be dying ſo, yet never die. 


200S00900000000000009 


PRIAUT's LAMENTATION and PETITION 


to ACHILLES, for the Body of his Son HecToR, 


Tranſlated from the Greek of Homer, Id. d. u. 
Beginning at this Line, 


Qs ape Quang v panchs *Oavurov 
"Epprecaco 


Argument Introductory to this Tranſlation, 


HeQor's Body (after he was ſlain) remaitd flill in the 
Poſſeſſion of Achilles; for which Priam made great La- 
mentation. Jupiter had Pity on him, and ſent Iris to | 
confort him, and direct him after what Manner he ſhould 
go to Achilles'; Tent; and how he ſhould there ranſom 
the Body of his Son. Priam accordingly orders his Cha- 
riot to be got ready, and preparing rich Preſents for 
Achilles,” ſets ferward to the Grecian Camp, accompa- 
nicd by no Body but his Herald Idæus. Mercury, at 
Jupiter's Command, meets him by the Way, in the Figure 
of a young Grecian, and, after bemoaning his Misfor- 
tines, undertakes to drive his Chariot, unobſerv'd, thro 
the Guards, and to the Door of Achilles's Tent ; which 
having perform'd, he diſcover'd himſelf a God, aud giving 
him a fhort Inſirufien how to mode Achilles 20 Com- 
paffion, flew up to Peaven. 


O ſpake the God, and Heav'nward took his Flight: 
When Priam from his Chariot did alight ; 
Leaving Iaaæus there, alone he went 
With ſolemn Pace into Achilles) Tent. 
ticecleſs, he paſs'd thro' various Rooms of State, 
until approaching where the Hero ſate; : 
there at a Feaſt, the good old Priam found 
cas beſt belov'd, with all his Chiefs around: 


Two 
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tes Amazement in the Lookers-on; 


ne at length the ſolemn Silence broke; 
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1 ” only were t'attend his Perſon plac'd, | 


reden and Alcymus ; the reſt 

\tgreater Diſtance, greater State expreſs'd. 

ian, unſeen by theſe, his Way purſu'd, 

And firſt of all was by Achilles view'd. 

at his Knees his trembling Arms he caſt, 

ang agonizing graſp'd and held em faſt; 
n caught his Hands, and kiſs'd and preſs'd em cloſe, 
Fhoſe Hands, th'inhuman Authors of his Woes; - 
Thoſe Hands, whoſe unrelenting Force had coſt 

Much of his Blood (for many Sons he loſt.) "MF 
hut, as a Wretch who has a Murder done, | 2 
ſeeking Refuge, does from Juſtice run; | 
Eng ing ſome Houſe, in haſte, where he's unknown, 


id Achilles gaze, furpriz'd to ſee 

Ih Godlike Priam's Royal Miſery ; 

Yyn cach other gaz'd all in Surprize, 

mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their Eyes. 


chus the venerable Suppliant ſpoke. 

Pivine Achilles, at your Feet behold 

Poſtrate King, in Wretchedneſs grown old: 

k on your Father, and then look on me, 
tithoary Age and helpleſs Perſon ſee ; 

50 furrow'd are his Cheeks, ſo white his Hairs, 
Sub, and ſo many his declining Years ; 

d you imagine (but that cannot be) 

a you imagine ſuch, his Miſery! 

it may come, when he ſhall be oppreſs'd, 
neighb'ring Princes lay his Country waſte 

at this Time perhaps ſome pow'rful Foe, 

o will no Mercy no Compaſſion ſhow, 

Fring his Palace, ſees him feebly fly, 

Id ſeek Protection, where no Help is nigh, 

In Fain he may your fatal Abſence mourn, 

Ang wiſh in vain for your delay'd Return; 

(es that he hears you live is ſome Relief; 

e Hopes alleviate his Exceſs of Grief; © 
lads his Soul to think he once may ſee 
much-lov'd Son ; would that were granted me! 
I, moſt wretched I ! of all bereft ! | 
my worthy Sons, how few are left! Yet 7 
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Vet fifty goodly Youths I had to boaſt, 
When ſirſt the Greeks invaded Ilion's Coaſt : 
Nineteen, the joyful Iſſue of one Womb, 
Are now, alas! a mournful Tribute to one Tomb. 
| Mercileſs War this Devaſtation wrought, 
And their ſtrong Nerves to Diſſolution brought. 
Still one was left, in whom was all my Hope, 
My Age's Comfort, and his Country's Prop; 
Hector, my Darling, and my 44ſt Defence, 
Whoſe Life alone, their Deaths could recompence: 
And, to compleat my Store of countleſs Woe, "BY. 
Him you have flain of him bereay'd me too! 
For his Sake only hither am I come; 58 
Rich Gifts I bring, and Wealth, an endleſs Sum; 
All to redeem that fatal Prize you won, 
A worthleſs Ranſom for ſo brave a Son. 
Fear the juſt Gods, Achilles; and on me 
With Pity look, think you your Father ſee; 
Such as I am, he is; alone in this, 
J can no Equal have in Miſeries; 
Of all Mankind, moſt wretched and forlorn, 
Bow'd with ſuch Weight, as never has been borne; 
Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
The Spring and Source of all my Sorrows come; 
With Gifts, to court mine and my Country's Bore, 
And kiſs thoſe Hands which have my Children ſlain. 
He ſpake. i, 
Now, Sadneſs o'er Achille“ Face appears, 
Priam he views, and for his Father fears ; 
That, and Compaſſion melt him into Tears. 
Then, gently with his Hand he put away 
Old Priam's Face; but e ſtill proſtrate lay, 
And there with Tears, and Sighs afreſh begun 
To movrn the Fall of his ill-fated Son. 
But Paſſion diff 'rent Ways Achi/l:s turns, 
Now, he Patroc/ns, now his Father mourns : 
Thus, both, wit: Lamenttions fill'd the Place, 
Till Sorrow ſeem'd to wear one common Face. 
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£79 


4 LAMENTATIONS of HezcuBa, AxpRo- 


15 Ace, and HELxx, over the dead Body of Hecros. 
7 Tranſlated from the Greek of Homer, 13448. 


Beginning at this Line, 


5 47 


Connection of this with the former Tranſlation. 


Alam, at lafl, moves Achilles to Compeſſion, and after 
paving made him Preſents of great Value, obtains the _ 
22 of his Son. Mercury ewatens Priam early in the 


4 lorning, and adviſes him to haſte abay with the Bogy, 


E El Agamemnon Hold be inform'd of his being in the 
3 4 Camp : He himſelf be ps to harneſs the Mules and Horſes, 
24 yd conveys him ſafely, and without Noiſe, Chariot and 
1 2 from among the Grecian Tents; then flies up to 
REcov'n, loving Priam and Idæus to travel on with 
; 3 he Body toward Troy. 


O W did the ſaffron Morn her Beams diſplay, 

Gilding the Face of univerſal Day; 
When mourning Priam to the Town return'd ; 
Sly his Chariot mov'd, as that had mourn'd; 

e Mules beneath the mangled Body go, 
ang (now) unuſual Weight of Woe. 
iP Pergamus high Top Caſſandra flies, 1 
hence ſhe afar the ſad Proceſſion ſpies: | 
gr Father and us firſt appear, 
i Th jen Heckor's Corps extended. on a Bier; 
5 which, her boundleſs Grief loud Cries began, 
nd, thus lamenting through the Streets ſhe ran: 
he r, ye wwretched Trojans, Hi her all! 
4 Pe 520 the Godlike HeQor's Fu-r ol ! 
. F er you went auith Jy, to fee him come 0 
4 1d with Corry e and cuith Laurels home, 
Wemble now, is raus m 'd Body fee, 
Fat once Was all your Toy, new wil your Miſery ! 
Phe ſpake, and ſtrait the aurn'rous Crou'd obey'd, 
br Man, nor Woman in the iy taid; 
mmon Conſent of Grief nad mace em one, 
ch clam'cous Moan to oc Gate chey run, 


There 
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There the loy'd Body of their Hector meet, 
Which they with loud and freſh Lamentings, greet, 
His Rev'rend Mother, and his tender Wife, 
Equal in Love, in Grief had equal Strife: 
In Sorrow they no Moderation knew, 
But wildly wailing, to the Chariot flew ; 
'There ſtrove the rolling Wheels to hold, while each 
Attempted firſt his breathleſs Corps to reach: 
Aloud they beat their Breaſts, and tore their Hair, 
Rending around with Shrieks the ſuff ring Air. 
Now had the Throng of People ſtopt the Way, 
Who would have there lamented all the Day, 
But Priam from his Chariot roſe, and ſpake, 
"Trojans, enough; Truce with your Sorrows make ; 
Give Way to me, and yield the Chariot Room; 
Firſt let me bear my Hector's Body home, 
Then mourn your Fill. At this the Croud gave Way, 
Yielding, like Waves of a divided Sea, 

14zus to the Palace drove, then laid 
With Care, the Body on a ſumptuous Bea, 


And round about were ſkilful Singers plac'd, 


Who wept, and figh'd, and in ſad Notes expreſs'd 
Their Moan ; Al in a Chorus did agree 

Of univerſal, mournful Harmony, 

When firſt, Andromache her Paſſion broke, 

And thus, (cloſe preſſing his pale Cheeks) ſhe ſpoke, 


ANDROMACHE's Lamentation, 


O my loſt Huſband ! let me ever mourn 
Thy early Fate, and too untimely Urn: 
In the full Pride of Youth thy Glories fade, 
And thou in Aſhes muſt with them be laid. 
Why is my Heart thus miſerably torn ! 
Why am] thus diſtreſs'd ! why thus forlorn ! 
Am I that wretched Thing, a Vidlav leſt ? 
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft! 
Yet I were bleſt, were I alone undone ; 
Alas, my Child! where can an Infant run? 
Unhappy Orphan! thou in Woes art nurs'd: 


Why were you born? I am with Bleſſings curſt!] 


For long ere thou ſhalt be to Manhood grown, 
Wide Deſolation will lay waſte this Town: 


Wig 


my 
ou, 
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m Tho is there now that can Protection give, 

ice He, who was her Strength, no more doth live? 
Who of her Rev'rend Matrons will have Care? 

Who fave her Children from the Rage of War ? 
Ace to all Father and Huſband was, 

And all are Orphans now, and Widows by his Loſs. 
ak i gon will the Greciaus, now, inſulting come, 

d bear us Captives to their diſtant Home; 

3 Ewith my Child, muſt the ſame Fortune ſhare, 
id all alike, be Pris'ners of the War: 

: Mongſt baſe-born Wretches he his Lot muſt have, 
Po Ell be to ſome inhuman Lord, a Slave. 

Ee ſome avenging Greek, with Fury fill'd, 

Or for an only Son, or Father kill'd 

By H:4or's Hand, on him will vent his Rage, 

And with his Blood his thirſty Grief aſſwage; 

For many fell by his relentleſs Hand, 

Bit ting that Ground, which with their Blood was ſtain'd. 
Fierce was thy Father (O my Child) in War, 

* never did his Foe in Battle ſpare; ; 


w him not, when in the Pangs of Death, 
Nor did my Lips receive his lateſt Breath; 
Why held he not to me his dying Hand? 
N And why receiv'd not I his laſt Command ? 
e. Something he would have ſaid, had I been there, 
(hich I ſhould ſtill in ſad Remembrance bear; 
gr J could never, never Words forget, 
y ich Night and Day, I ſhould with Tears repeat, 
by Phe ſpake, and wept afreſh, when all around 
: Ao peneral Sigh diffus'd a mournful Sound, 
E en Hecuba, who long had been oppreſt 
Mich boiling Paſſions in her aged Breaſt, 
Mingling her Words with Sighs and Tears, begun 
Fi amentation for her darling Son. 
; VP Hzcvs a's Lamentation. 
* 2 my Joy, and to my Soul more dear 
ban all my other num'rous Iſſue were ? 
my laſt Comfort, and my beſt belov'd! 
ou, at whoſe Fall, ev'n Fove himſelf was mov'd, 
d ſent a God his dread Commands to Bear. 
wid far thou wert high Heay'n's peculiar Care! From 
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And dragg'd, when dead, about Patroclus Tomb, 


(Wou'd I had dy'd before that Day had come!) 


Which I too often have from others borne. 
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From fierce Achilles Chains thy Corps was freed ; 
So kind a Fate was for none elſe decreed: 
My other Sons, made Pris'ners by his Hands, 
Were ſold like Slaves, and ſhipt to foreign Lands. 
Thou too wert ſentenc'd by his barb'rous Doom, 


His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy Hands had flain: 
And yet that Cruelty was us'd in vain, 
Since all could not reſtore his Life again. 
Now freſh and glowing, even in Death thou art, 
And fair as he who fell by Pheabus Dart. 

Here weeping Hecuba her Paſhon ſtay'd, 
And univerial Moan again was made; 
When Helen's Lamentation hers ſupply'd, 
And thus, aloud, that fatal Beauty cry'd. 

7 HELEN's Lamentation. 

O Hector, thou wert rooted in my Heart, 
No Brother there had half fo large a Part 
Not leſs than twenty Years are now paſs'd o'er, 
Since firſt J landed on the 7roan Shore; 
Since I with Godlike Paris fled from Home; 


In all which Time (to gentle was thy Mind) 
I ne'er could charge thee with a Deed unkind; 
Not one untender Word, or Look of Scorn, 


But you from their Reproach ſtill ſet me free, 
And kindly have reprov'd their Cruelty ; 
If by my Siſters, and the Queen revil'd 
(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your Kindneſs ſtil] has all my Grief beguil'd. 
Ever in Tears let me your Loſs bemoan, 
Who had no Friend alive, but you alone: F 
All will reproach me now, where-eer I paſs, ma 


And fly with Horror from my hated Face. re 
This faid; ſhe wept, and the vaſt Throng was more F. 
And with a gen'ral Sigh her Grief approv'd. me F | 
When Priam (who had heard the mourning Croud) Ma ch 
Role from his Seat, and thus he ſpake aloud. n 
Ceaſe your Lamentings, Trojans, for a while, F* 


And fell coun Trees to build a Fun'ral Pile ; 
Fear not an Ambuſh by the Grecians laid, 
Fer with Achilles twelve Days Truce I.made. 


2 
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Je ſpake, and all obey'd as with one Mind, 
8 riots were brought, and Mules and Oxen join'd; 
Forth fromthe City all the People went, 
ind nine Days Space was in that Labour ſpent; 
e Tenth, a moſt ſtupendous P:z _ made, 


| 19 5 Top the manly Hector laid, 


n gave it Fire; while all, with weeping Eyes, 
eld the rolling Flames and Smoak ariſe. 

- Night they wept, and all the Night it burn'd ; 

Bat when the roſy Morn with Day return'd, 

dout the Pil the thronging People came, 

F d with black Wine quench'd the remaining Flame. 

His Brothers then, and Friends ſearch'd ev'ry where, 

\nc gathering up his Snowy Bones with Care, 

Wept o'er 'em; when an Urn of Gold was brought, 

Mapt in ſoft Purple Palls, and richly wrought, 

hich the ſacred {es were interr'd, 

hen o'er his Grave a Monument they rear'd. 

Mean time, ſtrong Guards were plac'd, and careful Spies, 

watch the Grecians, and prevent Surprize. 

Work once ended, all the vaſt Refort 

M7 mourning People went to Priam's Court; 

There they refreſh'd their weary Limbs with Reſt, 

ing the Fun'ral with a ſolemn Feaſt. 


Paraphaſ upon HORACE, ODE XIX. Lis, I. 


34 - Mater eva Cupidinum, Ec. 
4 
HE Tyrant Quinen of ſoft Deſires, ; 
1 With the reſiſtleſs Aid of ſprightly Wine 
And wanton Eaſe, conſpires 
0 make my Heart its Peace reſign, 
Ang re- admit Love's long rejected Fires. 


0 
FOR, gr . . 
x 
© 5 
9 


s mov E For beauteous Glycera I burn, 


he Flames ſo long repell'd with double Force return: 
Matchleſs her Face appears, and ſhines more bright 
I F n poliſh'd Marble when reflecting Light ; 
x N Her very Coyneſs warms; 
And with a grateful Sullenneſs ſhe charms: 


Each 


My Eye-bails ſwim, and 1 grow giddy while I gaze. 
1: 
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Each Look darts forth a thouſand Rays, 
Whoſe Luſtre an unwary Sight betrays, 


She comes! ſhe comes! ſhe ruſhes in my Veins? | 
At once all Venus enters, and at large ſhe reigns / 
Cyprus no more with her Abode is bleſt, 
1am her Palace, and her Throne my Breaſt. 
Of Savage Scythian Arms no more I write, 
Or Parthian Archers, who in flying Fight, 
And make rough War their Sport; 

Such idle Themes no more can move, 

Nor any Thing but what's of high Import, 
And what's of high Import, but Love? 
Vervain and Gums, and the green Turf prepare; 
With Wine of two Years old, your Cups be fill'd: 

Aiter our Sacrifice and Pray'r, 
The Goddeſs may incline her Heart to yield. 
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In Imitation of HORACE, Lis, II. Ops XIV. In 
Eheu Fugaces, Poſthume, Poſihume, 3 fo 
Labuntur Anni, &C. | "7 25 
H! no, tis all in vain, believe me ttis, 0 1 
This pious Artifice. B 
Not all theſe Pray'rs and Alms can buy, eh 
One Moment tow'rd Eternity. 1 
Eternity] that boundleſs Race, TE Ro 
Which Time himſelf can never run: e a 
(Swift, as he flies, wtih an unweary'd Pace) *F T} 
Which, when ten thouſand, thouſand Years are done, | 
Is ſtill the ſame, and ſtill to be begun.  _ | 3 O 


Fix'd are thoſe Limits, which preſcribe 
A ſhort Extent to the moſt laſting Breath ; 
And tho' thou cou'dſt for Sacrifice lay down 
Millions of other Lives to fave thy own, % 

Twere fruitleſs all; not all would bribe | By 
One Supernumerary Gaſp from Death, ; 


i TY - " Wy, ” 
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In vain the fearful flies Alarms, 
"In vain he is ſecure from Wounds of Arms, 


XIV. 


One, 


II. 1. £75 | | And 


the Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Juſt, 


| 1 in his Knowledge, to extend his Days. 
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In vain thy inexhauſted Store 
F Of Wealth, in vain thy Pow'r; 
1 ry Honours, Titles, all muſt fail, 


Where Piety itſelf can nought avail. 


7 Muſt all be huddled to the Grave, 
With the moſt vile and ignominious Slave, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd he in Duſt. 


In vain avoids the faithleſs Seas, 4 
And 1s confin'd to Home and Eaſe, 


In vain are all thoſe Arts we try, 
All our Evaſions, and Regret to die: 

om the Contagion of Mortality, 
if No Clime is pure, no Air is free: 
1 And no Retreat 
1 i obſcure, as to be hid _ Fate. 
Thou muſt, alas! thou muſt, my Friend; 
( The very Hour thou now doſt ſpend 

In ſtudying to avoid, brings on thy End) 

Thou muſt forego the deareſt Joys of Life; 
Leave the warm Boſom of thy tender Wife, 

And all the much - lov d Off- ſpring of her Womb, 
Jo moulder in the cold Embraces of a Tomb. 
All muſt be left, and all beloſt; 
Thy Houſe, whoſe ſtately Structure ſo much coſt, 
S- | Shall not afford | 
Room for thc ſtinking Carcaſs of its Lord. 
If all thy pleaſant Gardens, Grots and Bow'rs, 
Thy coſtly Fruits, thy far-fetch'd Plants and Flow'rs, 
Nought ſhalt thou ſave ; 
Or but a Sprig of Roſemary ſhalt have, 
To wither with thee in the Grave: 
Phe reſt ſhall live and flouriſh, to r 
Their tranſitory Maſter dead. 
1 IV. 
1 | Then ſhall thy long-expeCting Heir, 
\ A joyful Mourning wear: 
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And Riot in the Waſte of that Eſtate | 
Which thou haſt taken ſo much Pains to get, 
All thy hid Stores he ſhall unfold, 
And ſet at large thy captive Gold. 
That precious Wine, condemn'd by thee 
To Vaults and Priſons, ſhall again be free: 
Bury'd alive tho' now it hes, 
Again ſhall riſe, . 
Again its ſparkling Surface ſhow, 
And free as Element profuſely flow. 
With ſuch high Food he ſhall ſet forth his Feaſts, 
That Cardinals ſhall wiſh to be his Gueſts; 
And pamper'd Prelates ſee 
Themſelves out-done in Luxury. 


A ESSE SB SHS nA8nnn | 


In Imitation of HORACE, Ops IX, LI B. I. 
A. ut alta, &c. 


J. 
LESS me, 'tis cold! how chill the Air! 
How naked does the World appear ! 
But fee (big with the Ofi-ipring of the North) 
The teeming Clouds bring forth ; 

A Show'r of ſoft and fleecy Rain 
Falls, to new-cloath the Earth again. 

Behold the Mountain Tops, around, 

As if with Fur of Ermins crown'd : 

And lo! how by Degrees 

The univerſal Mantle hides the Trees. 

In Hoary Flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the Autumn of the Sky 
Trembling the Groves ſuſtain the Weight, and bow 

Like aged Limbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a venerable Head of Snow. 

N II. 

Diffuſive Cold does the whole Earth invade, 
Like a Diſeaſe, through all its Veins tis ſpread, 
And each late living Stream is numb'd and dead. 
Let's melt the es > Hours, make warm the Air; 
Let chearful Fires 80/'s feeble Beams repair; 

Fill the large Bowl with ſparkling Wine; 4 

Let s drink, till our own Faces thine, Tig 
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1 Till we like Suns appear, 
1 * o light and warm the Hemiſphere. 

ine can diſpenſe to all both Light and Heat, 
They are with Wine incorporate: 
| * Lat pow'rful Juice, with which no Cold dares mix, 
Which ſtill is fluid, and no Froſt can fix; | 
1 Let that but in Abundance flow, 
d let it Storm and Thunder, Hail and Snow, 
F Tis Heav'n's Concern ; and let it be 
he Care of Heav'n ſtill, for me. 
4 T hoſe Winds, which rend the Oaks and plough the Seas, 
9 Great Jove can, if he pleaſe, 

wi one commanding 7 appeaſe. 
Seek not to know To-morrow's Doom; F 
That is not ours, Which 1s to come. 
he preſent Moment's all our Store: 

2 Tie next ſhould Heav'n allow, 
Then this will be no more: 
5 all our Life is but one Inſtant Norw. 

Look on each Day you've paſt 
To be a mighty Treaſure won: 
And lay each Moment out in haſte; 
2 We're ſure to live too faſt, 
| 9 And cannot live too ſoon. 
Youth does a thouſand Pleaſures bring, 
Which from decrepid Age will fly; 
he Flow'rs that flouriſh in the Spring, 
n Winter's cold Embraces die. 
3:8 IV. 
"Now Love, that everlaſting Boy, invites 
Jo revel, while you may, in ſoft Delights: 
Now the kind Nymph yields all her Charms, 
Mor yields in vain to youthful Arms. 
{Slowly ſhe promiſes at Night to meet, 
{But eagerly prevents the Hour with ſwifter Feet, 
Jo gloomy Groves and Shades obſcure ſhe flies, 
2 ere vails the bright Confeſſion of her Eyes. 
* Unwillingly ſhe ſtays, | 

Would more unwillingly depart, | 

[ And in ſoft Sighs conveys 5 
The Whiſpers of her Heart. Still 
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Still ſhe invites, and ſtill denies, 
And vows ſhe'll leave you if y*are rude; 
Then from her Raviſher ſhe flies, 
But flies to be purſu'd © 
If from his Sight ſhe does her ſelf convey, 
With a feign'd Laugh ſhe will her ſelf betray, 
And cunningly inſtruct him in the Way. 


PE TTEDEDD | 
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1. 
Look'd and J ſigh'd, and I wiſh'd I cou'd ſpeak, 
And very fain would have been at her; 
But when I ſtrove moſt my great Paſſion to break, 
Still then, I ſaid leaſt of the Matter. 
"IT. 
TI ſwore to myſelf, and reſolvd I would try 
Some way my poor Heart to recover : 
But that was all vain, for I ſooner cou'd die, 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 
III. 1 
Dear Cælia be kind then; and ſince your own Eyes I 
By Looks can command Adoration, 
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not deſpiſe | 
Thoſe 9 that tell you my Paſſion. 7 
1 


We'll look, and we'll love, and tho' neither ſhou'd {pea 
The Pleaſure we'll ill be purſuing ; 4 
And ſo, without Words, I don't doubt we may make 4 


1 | 
(BY o 


A very good End of this Wooing. 7 
Tſo mnemrmeepeooreen xemacarereeerearewerme £ 
The RECONCILIATION|| 


EO 


F AIR Celia Love pretended, 
: And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r, 


Where Damen long attended 
Beyond the promis d Hour. 
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At length impatient growing 

2» © f anxious Expectation, 

g 1 is Heart with Rage o erflowing, 

I e vented thus his Paſſion. 

Y EK. 
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1410 the Sex deceitful, 
3 


3 A long and laſt Adieu; 
ince omen prove ungrateful : 
> 3 As oft as Men prove true. 
ie Pains they cauſe are many, 
I Aud long and. hard to bear, 
1 4 Joys they give (if any) 
K 5 Few, ſhort, and 7744 7 | 


J But Cælia now repentin 


k, 3 er Breach of Aſſignation, 
Arriv'd with Eyes conſenting — TY 
And ſparkling Inclination. 
Like Citherea ſmiling, 
Phe bluſh'd, and laid his Paſſion; 
1 he Shepherd ceas'd reviling, 
Y \nd CY this Recantation. 
Eyes Foro engaging, how endearing, 
x q | La Lover's Pain aud Care 
14 Hund aubat Joy the Nymph's a — j 
1 Hier Abſznce or Deſpair ! 
„ emen aviſe increaſe Defiring, = 
d ſpe By contriving kind Delays ; 


—_ Ld advancing, or retiring, 
=" 1 All they mean is more to pleaſe. 
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9 A Las! what Pains, what racking Thoughts he proves, 
Who lives remov'd from her he deareſt loves! 
I cruel Abſence doom'd paſt Joys to mourn, _ 
And think on Hours that will no more return ! 
1 Dh ! let me ne'er the Pangs of Abſence try, 
Nave me from Abſence, Love, « or let me die. n 
SONG. 


= 


74 Poems 11 ſeveral Occaſzons. 


| S 'D , 2-2 
Alſe though ſhe be to me and Love, 
Tl ne'er purſue Revenge; 
For ſtill the Charmer I approve, 
Though I deplore her Change. 


In Hours of Bliſs we oft have met, 
They could not always laſt ; 

And though the preſent I regret, 
I'm grateful for the pait. 


. SHS I * 
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Fr TWO WOM E N. 
1. J Love, and am belov'd again, 
Strephon no more {hall figh in vain 
I've try d, his Faith, and found him true, 
And all my Coyneſs bid adicu. 
2. I love, and am belov'd again, 
Yet full my T-hyr/7s ſhall complain; 
I'm ſure he's mine, while I refuſe him, 
But when I yield, I fear to loſe him. 
1. Men will grow faint with tedious Faſting. 
2. And both will tire with often Taſting, 
When they find the Bliſs not laſting. 
1. Love is compleat in kind poſſeſſing. 
2. Ah no! ah no! that ends the Bleſſing. 
Chorus of both. 
Then let us beware how far we conſent, 
Too ſcon when we yield, too late we repent; 
Tis Ignorance makes Men admire: 
And granting Deſire, 
We fred not the Fire, 


But make it more quickly exfire. 
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ME. © 
: ap 
ELL me no more I am deceiv'd; 
That Cloc's falſe and common: 
I always knew (at leaſt believ'd) 
She was a very Woman; 


: ; 


& ſach, I lik'd, as ſuch, careſs'd, 

be ſtill was conſtant when poſſ les d, 
eue could do more for no Man. 

1 J J. 

Itch! her Thoughts on others ran, 

And that you think a hard thing; 

rhaps, ſhe fancy d you the Man, 

And what care I one Farthing ? 

Pu think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind; 

ke her Body, you her Mind, 

Who has the better Bargain? 


The FELL LEE vo 


Rant me, gentle Love, ſaid I, 
dne dear Bleſling ere I die; 
g I've borne Exceſs of Pain, 
me now ſome Bliſs obtain. 

FT hus to Almighty Love I cry'd, 
Men angry, thus the God reply'd. 
Nieſſings greater none can have, 
thou not Amynta's Slave ? 

e, fond Mortal, to implore, 
Jove, Love himſelf” s NO more. 


S 0M G. 
J. 
Ruel Amynta, can you ſee | 
: 4 Heart thus torn, which you betray'd ? 
of himſelf ne'er vanquiſh'd me, 
bf 3 n * the Conqueſt made. 
II. 


buſh there the Traitor "—_ 
Pere I was led by faithleſs Smiles: 
Fretches are ſo loſt as they, 
om much Security beguiles, 

D 2 
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EE, 3 ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes ! Or 

= , 7 

And now the Sun begins to riſe; ; Mou 

Leſs glorious is the Morn that breaks 9 Or 


From his bright Beams, than her fair Eyes. 


With Light united, Day they give, 
But different Fates ere Night fulfil, 
How many by his Warmth will live! 

How many will her Coldneſs kill! 


eee 
Occaſiancd on a LaDy's having writ VERSES Wl 
Commendation of a POEM which WAS auritten 0 
Praiſe of another LA D V. 1 
ARD is the Taſk, and bold th' advent'rous Fug 
Of him, who dares in Praiſe of Beauty write; * 5% 
For when to that high Theme our Thoughts * 
"Tis to detract, too poorly to commend. 
And he, who praiſing Beauty, do's no Wrong, 
May boaſt to be ſucceſsful in his Song: 
But when the Fair themſelves approve his Lays, 
And one accepts, and one vouchſafes to praiſe, 
His wide Ambition knows no farther Bound, 
Nor can his Muſe with brighter Fame be crown'd. 
$4464$44 34 $44$$0t 4440544444544: 
E 7 TS ® MM 
Written after the Deceaſe of Mrs. ARA BELLA HUB 
under her Picture drawn playing on a Lute. 3 0 
E RE there on Earth another Voice like th 
Another Hand ſo bleſt with Skill divine! 
The late affficted World ſome Hopes might have, 
And Harmony retrieve thee from the Grave. 7 
CECE 


8 N 8. * 
1 Arc d 
Tous Sclinda goes to Pray'rs, | 5 3 
If I but atk the Favour; . 
And yet the tender Fool's in Tears, ; 


hen ſhe believes PII leave her. 1. Ch 


82 
by 4 


N Wi > 
T 


3 T le P | 
pd tu 


thy 


* 
75 


' Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 77 
1 - | 3 1 
Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 

4 01 elſe had Hopes to win her; 

1 I ou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a Saint, 

or I of her a Sinner. 
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HYMN to HARMONT. 


In Honour of St. CE CIL 14s Day, MDCCI. 
Set 14. SINE Ty 0 * ECCLEs. 


87. 7 
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© Harmony, to thee we 1 

To thee the grateful Tribute bring 
Sacred Verſe, and ſweet reſounding Lays; 
Dy Aid invoking while tay Pow'r we praile, 
write; All Hail to thee 
end, 4 All POW ful Harmony / 
M 0 Nature owns thy undiſputed Sway, 

r wond'rous Works reſigning to thy Care 
he planetary Orbs thy Rule obey, 
pd tuneful Roll, unerring in their Way, 
by Voice informing each melodious Sphere. 


CHORUS. 
n'd. All hail to thee 
Fr Al poco faul ae 
{4 II. 
10 by Voice, O Harmony, with * Sound 
* 9 © 


Could penetrate th* Abyſs profound, 
ol Explore the Realms of ancient Night, 
Id ſearch the living Source of unborn Light. 
1 Confuſion heard thy Voice and fled, 
Abd Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquifh'd Head. 
TI) hen didſt thou, Harmony, give Birth 
+4++ To this fair Form of Heav'n and Earth; 
[3 Then all thoſe ſhining Worlds above 
In myſtic Dance began to move 
ound the radiant Sphere of central Fire, 
Enever ceaſing, never ſilent Choir. 
C H OR Us. 
Confuſion heard thy Voice and fled, 


II. Chaos deeper plung d his Vanguije J Head. III. 
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III. 
Thou only, Goddeſs, firft cou'dſt tell 
1 he mighty Charms in Numbers found; 
And didſt to heav'nly Minds reveal 
The ſecret Force of tuneful Sound. 
When firſt Ollenius form'd the Lyre, 
Thou didit the God inſpire; 
When firſt the vocal Shell he ſtrung, 1 
To which the Muſes lung! 1 | 
Then firſt the Mules ſung ; melodious Strains Abello Pale 4 h 
And Mulic firſt begun by thy auſpicious Aid. | 
Hark, hark, again Urana ſings! 
Again Apollo ſtrikes the trembling Strings! 
135 ſee, the liſt'ning Deities around 
Aitend inſatiate, and devour the Sound. 
V 
Hark, hart, again Urania /ings! 
Hain Apollo firikes the trembling Strings! 
Ard ſee, the lijPriing Deities around 
Alecnd inſatiate, and diverr the Scund. 
IV. 
Deſcend Urania, heav nly Fair ! 
To the Relief of this aflited World repair; 
Sce how with various Woes oppreſt, 
The wretched Race of Men is worn; 
Conſum'd with Cares with Doubts diſtreſt, 
Or by conflicting Paſſions torn. 
Reaſon in vain employs her Aid, 
The furious will on Fancy waits; 
While Reaſon full by Hopes or Fears betray'd, 
Too late advances, or two ſoon retreats. 
Muſic alone with ſudden Charms can bind 
The wandring Senſe, and calm the troubled Mind. 
CHORUS. 
Aufic alone with ſudden Charms can bind 
Tre Wandri "g Senſe, and calm the troubled Mind. 
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Begin the pow'rful Song, ye ſacred Nine, 
Your Inſtruments and Voices join; 
Harmony, Peace, and ſweet Deſire, 
In ev'ry Breaſt inſpire, 


Revive 


3A Revive the melancholy drooping Heart, 
And ſoft Repoſe to reſtleſs Thoughts im part. 
* Appeaſe the wrathful Mind, 
To dire Revenge and Death inclin 25 
with balmy Sounds his boiling Blood aſſwage, 
And melt to mild Remorſe his burning Rage. 
Bt is done; and now tumultuous Paſſions ceaſe; 
280 And all is huſht, and all is Peace. 
he weary World with welcome Eaſe is bleſt, 

By Muſic lull'd to pleaſing Reſt. 
FC E. 
7 Tis dine; and now tumultuous Paſſions cenſe ; 
©. Aud all is hajzt, and all is Peace. 
be aueary World ævith aweilcome Eaſe is ble A, 

By Mufic lull'd to 47800 ing Reſt. 


Ah, ſovect IPD 6 ſoon expiring ! 

Ab, fooliſh Man, new Toils requiring! 
: Curs'd Ambition, Strife purſuing, 

Wakes the World to War and Ruin, 

See, ſee, the Battle is prepar'd! 

Behold the Hero comes ! 

Loud Trumpets with ſhrill Fifes are heard; 
| And hoarſe reſounding Drums. 
Par, with diſcordant Notes and jaring Noiſe, 
75 The Harmony of Peace deſtroys, 

| s. 
ar, with diſcordant Notes and jarring Noiſe, 
The Harmony 2 Peace deſtroys. 


mee the forſaken Fair, — fireaming Eyes 
oF; Her parting Lover mourn; 
She weeps, ſhe ſighs, deſpairs and dies, 
nd watchful waſtes the lonely livelong Nights, 
| - Bewailing paſt Delights 
That may no more, no never more return. 
N O ſooth her Cares 

With ſofteſt ſweeteſt Airs, 
Till Victory and Peace reſtore 
er faithful Lover to her tender Breaſt, 
Revived Within her folding Arms to reſt, 


C4 


— 


Thence 
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Her faithful Lover to her tender Breaft, 


Thence never to be parted more, 1 
No never to be parted more, ” By 
| CHORUS. * 

Let Victory and Peace-reſtore 


Within her folding Arms to reft, 
T hence never to be parted more, 
No never to be parted more. 
| VIII. 
Enough, Urania, heav'nly fair! 
Now to thy native Skies repair, 
And rule again the ſtarry Sphere, 
Cecilia comes, with holy Rapture fill'd. 
To eaſe the World of Care. 
Cecilia, more than all the Muſes ſkill'd! 
Pha bus himſelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her Feet lay down 
His Golden Harp and Laurel Crown. 
The ſoft enervate Lyre is drown'd | 
In the deep Organ's more majeftic Sound. 
In Peals the ſwelling Notes aſcend the Skies; 
Derpetual Breath the ſwelling Notes ſupplics, 
| And laſting as her Name, 
Who form'd the tuneful Frame, 
Th' immortal Muſic never dies. 
Grand CHORUS. 
Cecilia, more than all the Muſes ill d, 
Phoebus 4imfelF to her muſt yield, 1 
And at her Feet lay dbæun » 
Fiis Golden Harp and Laurel Crown, | 
7 he ſeft enervats Lyre is drown'd 
Þn the drep Or gans more majeſlic Sound. 
In Peals the fewelling Notes aſcend the Skies z, 
Pirpetual Breath the ſwelling Notes ſupplies, 
Ard lafiing as her Name, 
Who form'd the tunrful Frame, 
Th immortal Muſic never dies. 
VERSES tw the Memory of Grace Lat 
Grin, occaſioned by reading her Bocł, Intitlil 
REL IDUIA GETHINIANAÆ. | 
Fter a painful Life in Study ſpent, TT 
The Learn'd themſelves their Ignorance lament;} 
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And aged Men, whoſe Lives exceed the Space, 
Which ſeems the Bound preſcrib'd to mortal Race, 
Wich hoary Heads their ſhort Experience grieve, 
As doom'd to die before they've learn'd to live. 
8o hard it is true Knowledge to attain, | 
XX So frail is Life, and fruitleſs human Pain ! 
Who e'er on this reflects, and then beholds, 
With ſtrict Attention, what this Book unfolds, 
With Admiration ſtruck, ſhall queſtionwho 
so very long could live, ſo much to know? 
For ſo compleat the finiſh'd Piece appears, 2 
That Learning ſeems combin'd with Length of Years ; 
And both improv'd by pureſt Wit, to reach 
Mat all that Study, or that Time can teach. 
But to what Height muſt his Amazement riſe ! 
When having read the Work, he turns his Eyes 
Again to view the foremoſt op'ning Page, 
And there the Beauty, Sex, and tender Age 
Of Her beholds, in whoſe pure Mind aroſe „ 
Th' Ethereal Source from whence this Current flows ! 
When Prodigies appear, our Reaſon fails, 
And Superſtition o'er Philoſophy prevails. 
Some heav'nly Miniſter we {trait conclude, 
Some Angel-Mind with Female Form indu'd, 
To make a ſhort Abode on Earth, was ſent, 
(Where no Perfection can be permanent) 
And having left her bright Example here, 
Was quick recail'd, and bid to diſappear. 
Whether around the Throne, eternal Hymns 
he fings, amid the Choir of Seraphims; 
Or ſome refulgent Star informs, and guides, 
Where ſhe, the bleſt Intelligence, preſides; 
Is not for us to know who here remain; 
1 *or 'twere as impious to inquire, as vain: 
And all we ought, or can, in this dark State, 
Is, what we have admir'd to imitate. 
EB orion an Dn rn in rp dong gps 
EPITAPH upon ROBERT HuNTiNGTON, of 
Stanton Harcourt, E/q; and RoBERT his Son. 
E La H1S peaceful Tomb does now contain 
Intitl Father and Son, together laid ; 
NMhoſe living Virtues ſhall remain, 


When they, and this, are quite decay d. Wbat 


ament; 
* 


** 
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What Man ſhou'd be, to Ripeneſs grown, 

And finiſh'd Worth ſhou'd do, or ſhun, 
At full was in the Father ſhown ; | 

What Youth cou'd promiſe, in the Son. 


Put Death obdurate, both deſtroy'd 
The perfect Fruit, and op'ning Bud: 

Firſt ſeiz'd thoſe Sweets we had enjoy'd, 
'Then robb'd us of the coming Good. 
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To Mr. DRYDEN, on his Tranſlation of PERS TUS, 
S when of old heroic Story tells 
"of Knights impriſon'd long by magic 7 
Till future Time the deſtin'd Hero ſend, 
By whom, the dire Enchantment is to end; 
Such ſeems this Work, and ſo reſerv'd for thee, 
Thou great Revealer of dark Poeſy. 
T hoie ſullen Clouds, which have, for Ages paſt, 
O'er Perſius too-long ſuff ring Muſe been caſt, 
Diſperſe, and fly before thy lacred Pen, 
And, in their room, bright Tracks of Light are ſeen. 
Sure Phebus ſelf thy ſwelling Breaſt inſpires, 
'The God of Muſic, and poetic Fires: 
Elſe, whence proceeds this great Surpriſe of Light! 
How dawns this Day, forth from the Womb of Night ! 
Our Wonder now does our paſt Folly ſhow, 
Vainly contemning what we did not know : 
So, Unbelievers impiouſly deſpiſe 
The ſacred Oracles, in Myſteries. 
Perſ;us, before, in ſmall Efteem was had, 
Unleſs, what to Antiquity is paid; 
But like Apocrypha, with Scruple read, 

So far, our Ignorance our Faith miſled) 
Till you, Apollo's darling Prieſt, thought fit 
'To place it in the Poet's ſacred Writ. 

As Coin, which bears ſome awful Monarch's Face, 
For more than its intrinſic Worth will paſs : 

So your bright Image, which we here behold, 
Adds Worth to Worth, and dignifies the Gold. 
Jo you, we all this following Treaſure owe, 
I his Hi pocrene, which from a Rock did flow. 


Old 
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ld Soi, Virtue, clad in rugged Lines, 
Poliſh'd by you, in modern Brillant ſhines; 
And as before, for Per/ius, our Eſteem 


o his Antiquity was paid, not him: 


$0 now, whatever Praiſe from us is due, 
Pelongs not to Old Perſius, but the New. 


or {till obſcure, to us no Light he gives; 


Pead in himſelf, in you alone he lives. 


So, ſtubborn Flints their inward Heat conceal, 


ill Art and Force th unwilling Sparks reveal; 
at thro' your Skill, from thoſe ſmall Seeds of Fire, 
right Flames ariſe, which never can expire. 


. . & & eee ꝙ ib ir. i . & h i de 
4 he Eleventh Satire of JUYENAL. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Ve De/ign of this Satire is to expoſe and reprebend all Man- 
"= r of Intemperance and Debauchery ; but more particu- 
lar that exorbitant Luxury uſed by the Romans, in 


their Feaſting. The Poet draws the Oecaſiun from an 
Invitation, which he here makes to his Friend, to dine 
svith him; very artfully preparing him, with what he 
Twas to expe? from his Treat, by beginning the Satire 
with a particular Inviftive againſt the Vanity and 
Folly of ſome Perſons, who having but mean Fortunes in 
the World, attemptcd to live up to the Height of Men of 
great Eſtates and Quality. He ſhews us, the miſerable 
End of ſuch Spend-thrifts and Gluttons ; with the Man- 
ner and Courſes, which they took to bring themſelves to 
it; adviſing Men to live within Bounds, and to fropor- 


| Zion their Inclinations to the Extent of their Fortune. He 


gives his Friend a Bill of Fare, of the Entertainment he 


tas provided for him; and from thence he takes Occajion 


to reflect upon the Temperance and Frugality of the 
greateſ# Men, in former Ages: To which he oppoſes the 
Riot and Intemperance of the preſent ; attributing to the 
latter a viſible Remſſneſs, in the Care of Heawen over the 
Roman State. He inflances ſome lewd Practices at 
Feaſts, and by the bye, touches the Nobility, with making 
Vice and Debauchery conſiſt with their principal Pleaſures, 
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e concludes with a repeated Invitation to his Friend; 
4 | adviſing him (in one particular ſomewhat freely) to a 
. Neglect of all Cares and Diſquiets, for the preſent and 
a — Uſe of Pleaſures for the future. 


F Noble (1) Atticus make ſplendid Feaſts, 
And with expenſive Food de his Gueſts ; 
His Wealth and Quality ſupport the Treat: 
Nor is it Luxury in him, but State. 
But when pcor (2) Rutilus ſpends all he's worth, 
In hopes of ſetting one good Dinnet forth ; 
"Tis downright Madneſs : for what greater 7e/ts, 
Than Begging Gluttons, or than Beggars Feaſts ? ? 
But Nutilus is now notorious grown, 
And proves the common Theme of all the Tows, 
A Man, in his full Tide of youthful Blood, 
Able for Arms, and for his Country's Good ; 
Urg'd (3) by no Pow'r, reſtrain'd by no Advice, 
But following his own inglorious Choice: 
Mongſt common Fencers, practiſes the Trade, 
That End debaſing, for which Arms were made; 
Arms which to Man ne'er-dying Fame afford, 
But his Pigrace is owing to his Sau . 
Many there are of the ſame (4) wretched Kind, 
 Whem their deſpairing Creditors may find 
Lurking in Shambles; where with Lorrow'd Coin 
*They bu y choice Meats, and in cheap Plenty dine ; 
Such, u hoie ſole Bliſs, is Eating; who can give 
But that one brutal Reaſon why they live. 
And yet what's more ridiculous : Of theſe, _ 
The pooreſt Wretch, is ſtill moſt heard to pleaſe ; 
And he whoſe thin tranſparent Rags declare 
How much his tatter'd Fortune wants repair, 
Wou'd ranſack ev'ry Element, for Choice 
Of ev'ry r iſh and Fowl, at any Price; 5 , 
If brought from far, it very dear has coſt, oooh a 
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It has à Flavour then, w hich pleaſes — 
Ard he devours it with the greater Guſt, 

In tot thus, while Money laſts he pre” 
And that exbauſted, ſtill new Pledges gives; - 
Till ſo cd of meer N eceſſity, to eat, 

He comes to pawn his Diſh to buy his Meat. he | 
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-¹ Nothing of Silver, or of Gold he ſpares, 
0 4 Not what his Mother's ſacred Image bears; 
ana The broken (5) Relick, he with ſpeed devours, 


As he wou'd all the reſt of's Anceſtors, 

If wrought in Gold, or if expos'd to Sale, 
They'd pay the Price of one luxurious Meal. 
Thus certain Ruin treads upon his Heels, 

The Stings of Hunger, ſoon, and Want he feels; 
And thus is he reduc'd at length, to ſerve 
Fencers, for miſerable Scraps, or ſtarve. 

Imagine now, you ſee a plenteous Feaſt: 

The Queſtion is, at whoſe Expence tis dreſt. 

In great (6) Ventidius, we the Bounty prize; 

In Rutilus the Vanity deſpiſe. 8 

Strange Ignorance! That the ſame Man, who knows 

How far yond' Mount above this Mole-hill ſhows, 

Shou'd not perceive a Difference as great, 

Between ſmall Incomes and a vaſt Eitate ! 

From Heav'n, to Mortals, ſure, that Rule was ſent, 

Of Know thyſelf, and by fome God was meant 

To be our never-erring Pilot here, 

Through all the various Courſes which we ſteer. 

- Therfites, (7) tho' the moſt preſumptaous Greek, 
Yet durſt not for Achilles' Armour ſpeak ; 3 
When ſcarce (8) Uly/s had a good Pretence, 
With all th' Advantage of his Eloguence. 
Who-e'er attempts weak Cauſes to ſupport, 
Ougnht to be very {ure he's able for't ; 

And not miſtake ſtrong Lungs and Impudence, 

For harmony of Words, and force of Senſe ; 

Feels only make Attempts beyond their Skill; 

A wiſe Man's Poww'r's the Limit of his Will. 

If Fortune has a Niggard been to thee, 

Devote thyſelf to Thrift, not Luxury; 

And wiſely make that kind of Food thy Choice, 

To which Neceflity confines thy Price. 

Well may they fear ſome miſerable End, 

Whom Gluttony and Want, at once attend; 

Whoſe large voracious 'Ihroats have ſwallow'd All, 

Both Land and Stock, Int'reſt and Principal: 

Well may they fear, at length, vile (9) Pelio's Fate, 

Who ſold his very Ring to purchaſe Meat; 
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And tho' a Knight, mongſt common Slaves now ſtands, 
Begging an Alms, with undiſtinguiſh'd Hands. 
Sure ſudden Death to ſuch ſhou'd welcome be, * 
On whom, each added Vear heaps Miſery, | 8 
Scorn, Poverty, Reproach and Infamy. 
But there are Steps in Villany, which theſe 
Obſerve to tread and follow, by degrees. 
Money they borrow, and from all that lend, 
Which, never meaning to reſtore, they ſpend; 
But that and their ſmall Stock of Credit gone, | 
Leſt Rome ſhould grow too warm, from thence they run: 
For of late Years 'tis no more Scandal grown, 
For Debt and Roguery to quit the 'Town, 
Than in the midſt of Summer's ſcorching Heat, 
From Crouds, and Noiſe, and Buſineſs to retreat, 
One only Grief ſuch Fugitives can find; 
Reflecting on the Pleaſures left behind ; 
The Plays and looſe Diverſions of the Place, 

But not one Bluſh appears for the Diſgrace. 
Ne'er was of Modeſty ſo great a Dearth, 
That out of Count nance Virtue's fied from Earth ; 
Baffled, expos'd to Ridicule and Scorn, 
She's with (10) 4/rea gone, not to return. 

This Day, my (11) Perſicus, thou ſhalt perceive 
Whether, myſelf I keep thoſe Rules I give, 
Or elle, an unſuſpected Glutton live; 
If mod'rate Fare and Abſtinence, I prize 
In public, yet in private gormandixe. x | 
Ewvand:r's (12) Feaſt reviv'd, to Day thou'lt ſee, ; 
The poor Ewander, I, and thou ſhalt be 
Alcides (13) and AÆneds both to me. 8 
Mean time, I ſend you now your Bill of Fare; 
Be not ſurpriz'd, that 'tis all homely Cheer: 
For nothing from the Shambl.s I provide, 
But from my own {mall Farm, the tend'reſt id 
And fatteſt of my Flock, a Suckling yet, 
That ne'er had Nouriſhment, but from the Teat; 
No bitter Willow Tops have been its Focd, 
Scarce Graſs ; its Veins have more of Milk than Blood. 
Next that, ſhall Mountain Sparagus be laid, 
Pull'd by ſome plain, but cleanly Country Maid. 
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The largeſt Eggs, yet warm within their Neſt, 


| Together with the Hens which laid em, dreft ; 


= Cluſters of Grapes preſerv'd for half a Year, 


3 
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: Which plump and freſh as on the Vines appear; 


Apples of a ripe Flavour, freſh and fair; 
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian Pear, 
Mellow'd by Winter from their cruder Juice, 
Light of Digeſtion now, and fit for Uſe. 

Such Food as this, wou'd have been heretofore 
Accounted Riot in a Senator: | 
When the (14) good Curius thought it no Diſgrace, 
With his own Hands, a few ſmall Herbs to dreſs ; 


1 And from his little Garden cull'd a Feaſt, 


Which fetter'd Slaves wou'd now diſdain to taſte; 

For ſcarce a Slave, but has to Dinner now, 

The well-dreſs'd (15) Paps of a fat pregnant Sow. 
But heretofore twas thought a ſumptuous Treat, 

On Birth- days, Feſtivals, or Days of State; 

A falt, dry Flitch of Bacon to prepare: | 

f they had freſh Meat, *twas delicious Fare! 

Which rarely happen'd: And 'twas highly priz'd 

If (16) aught was left of what they ſacrific d. 

To Entertainments of this kind, wou'd come 

The worthieſt and the greateſt Men in Rome; 

Nay, ſeldom any at ſuch Treats were ſeen, | | 

But thoſe who had at leaſt thrice (17) Conſuls been; 

Or the (18) Dictator's Office had diſcharg'd, | 

And now from honourable Toil enlarg'd, 

Retir'd to huſband and manure their Land, | 

Humbling themſelves to thoſe they might command. 

Then might y'have ſeen the good old Gen'ral haſte, 

Before th'appointed (19) Hour, to ſuch a Feaſt ; 

His Spade aloft, as 'twere in Triumph held, 

Proud of the Conqueſt of ſome ſtubborn Field. 

"Twas then, when pious Coſuls boar the Sway, 

And Vice diſcourag'd, pale and trembling lay, 

Our (20) Cenſors then were ſubject to the Law, 

Ev'n Poww'r itſelf, of Fuſtice fived in Awe, 

It was not then, a Raman's anxious I hought, 

Yhere large& Tortoiſe-ſhells were to be bought, 


Where 
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Occaſions. 


And ſhining Jewels to adorn his (21) Bed 


Where Pearls might of the greateſt Price be had, 


That he at vaſt Expence might loll his Head. 
Plain was his Couch, and only rich his Mind ; 
Contentedly he ſlept, as cheaply as he din'd. 

The Soldier, then (22) Grecian Arts unſkill'd, 
Returning rich with Plunder, from the Field; 
Tf Cups of Silver, or of Gold he brought, 
With Jewels ſet, and exquiſitely wrought, | 
To glorious Trap; ings ſtreight the Plate he turn'd, 
And with the glitt'ring Spoil his Horſe adorn'd ; 
Or elſe a Helmet for himſelf he made, 


Where various warlike Figures were 
The Roman 9 ſuckling the (23) 


inlaid: 
Twins was theft, 


And Mars himſelf, arm'd with his Shield and Spear, 
Hov'ring above his Creft, did dreadful ſhow, 


As threatning Death to each refiſting 


Foe. 


No uſe of Silver, but in Arms was known; 
Splendid they were in War, and there alone. 

No Side-boards then, with gilded Plate were dreſs'd, 
No ſweating Slaves, with maſſive Diſhes preſs'd ; 


Expenſive Riot was not underſtood, 


But Earthen Platters held their homely Food. 
Who wou'd not envy them that Age of Blits, 


That ſees with Shame, the Luxury of 


'This ? 


Reaw'n unwearied then, did Bleſſings pour, 

And pitying Jove foretold each dang rous Hour; 
Mankind were then familiar with the God, 

He ſnuff *d their Incenſe with a gracious Nod; 
And would have flill been bountcous, as of old, 


Had we not lit him for that Idol, Gold. 


'- 


For ell he knows, where our Devotion's giv'n, 


His golden (2.4) Statues, hence the God have dridn: 8 


71 Gold ave worſhip, though wwe pray to Heaw'n. 
Woods of our own afforded Tables then, 
'Tho' none can pleaſe us now but from Japan. 
Invite my Lord to dine, and let him have 
The niceſt Niſh his Appetite can crave; 


But let it on an oaken Board be ſet, 


His Lordſhip will grow fick, and cannot eat: 


Something's amiſs, he knows not h 
Either your Ven ſon's rank, or (25) 


at to think, 
Ointinents ſtink. 
Order 
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Order ſome other able to be brought, | 
Something, at great Expence in India bought, 

Beneath whoſe Orb, large yawning Panthers lie, 
Carv'd on rich Pedeſtals of (26) very: 

He finds no more of that offenſive Smell, 

The Meat recovers, and my Lord grows well, 

An Iv'ry Table is a certain Whet; 

You would not think how heartily he'll eat, 

As if new Vigour to his Teeth were ſent 

By Sympathy, from thoſe o'th' Elephant. 

But ſuch fine Feeders are no Gueſts for me : 

Riot agrees not with Frugality ; 
Then that unfaſhionable Man am I, 

With me they'd ſtarve, for want of Ivory: 

For not one Inch does my whole Houle afford, 

Not in my very Tables, or Che/s-board ; | 

Of Bone, the Handles of my Knives are made, 

Vet no ill Taſte from thence affects the Blade, 

Or what I carve; nor 1s there ever left 

Any unſav'ry Haut-gouft from the Haft. | 

A hearty Welcome, to plain wholeſome Meat, 

You'll find, but ſerv'd up in no formal State 

No Seww'rs, nor dextrous Carwers have I got, 

Such as by ſkilful (27) Trypherus are taught: 

In whoſe fam'd Schools the various Forms appear 

Of Fiſhes, Beaſts, and all the Fowls o'th' Air; 
And where, with blunted Knives, his Scholars learn 
How to diſſect, and the nice Joints diſcern ; | 

While all the Neighbours are with Noiſe oppreſt, 

From the harſh Carving of his aweoden Feaſt. 

On me attends a raw unſkilful Lad, | | 
On Fragments fed, in homely Garments clad, c 
At once my Carver, and my (28) Ganymede; 

With Diligence he'll ſerve us while we dine, 

And in plain Beechen Veſſels, fill oyr Wine. | 

No beauteous Boys I keep, from (29) Phrygia brought, 
No Catamites, by ſhameful Pardars taught: 

Only to me two home-bred Youths belong, 1 

Unſkill'd in any but their Mother- tongue; Fo 
Alike in Feature both, and Garb appear, --- 
With honeR Faces, though with uncurl'd Hair. 


This 
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This Day thou ſhalt my rural Pages ſee, 
For I have dreit em both to wait on thee. | 
Of Country Swains they both were born, and one 
My Plughman's is, Cother my Shepherd's Son; 
A cheartul Swectneſs in his Looks he has, 
And Innocence unartful in his Face: 
Tho' ſometimes Sadneſs will o'ercalt the Joy, 

And gentle Sighs break from the tender Boy ; 
HFis Abſence from his Mother, oft he'll mourn, 
And with his Eyes look Wiſhes to return, 
Longing to ſce his tender Kids again, 
And fecd his Lambs upon the flow'ry Plain; 
A modeſt Bluſh he wears, not form'd by Art, 
Free from Deceit his Face, and full as free his Heart. 
Such Looks, ſuch Baſhſulneſs, mig t well acorn 
The Cheeks of Youths that are more nobly born; 
But Noblemen thoſe humble Grazes ſcorn. | 
This Youth, To-day ſhall my ſmall Treat attend, 
And only he with Wine ſhall ſerve my Friend, | 
With Wine from bis own Country brought, and made 
From the tame Vines, beneath whoſe fruitful Shade 
He and his wanton Kids have often play'd. 

But you, perhaps, expect a modiſh Feaſt, 

With am'rous Songs and (30) wanton Dances grac'd; 
When ſprightly Females, to the Middle bare, 
Trip lightly o'er the Ground, and friſk in Air; 
Whole pliant Limbs in various Po.iures move, 
And twine and bound, as in the Rage of Love. 
Such Sights, the languid Nerves to Action flir, 
And jaded Luſt ſprings forward with this Spur. 
Virtue (31) would {krink to hear this Lewdneſs told, 
Which Huſbands, now, do with their Wives behold; 
A needful Help, to make em both approve 
The dry Embraces of long-wedded Love 
In nuptial Cinders, this revives the Fire, 
And turns their mutual Loathing to Deſire. 
But ſhe, who by her Sex's Charter, muſt 
Have double Pleaſure paid, feels double I uſt; 
Apace ſhe warms, with an immod'rate Heat, 
Strongly her Boſom heaves, and Pulſes beat; 
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With glowing Cheeks, and trembling Lips ſhe lies, 
With Arms expanded, and with naked Thighs, 
Sucking in Paſſion both at Ears and Eyes. 

But this becomes not me, nor my Eitate : 

'Theſe are the vicious Follies of the Great. 

Let him who does on Iv'ry Tables dine, 4 
Whoſe Marble Floors with drunken Spawlings ſhine ; 
Let him laſcivious Songs and Dances have, 
Which, or to ſee, or hear, the lewdeſt Slave, 
The vileſt Proſtitute in all the Stews, 

With baſhful Indignation wou'd refuſe. 

But Fortune, there, extenuates the Crime; 

What's Vice in me, is only Mirth in him: 

The Fruits which Murder, Cards or Dice afford, 

A Veſtal raviſh'd, or a Matron whor'd, 

Are laudable Diverſions in a Lord. 

But my poor entertainment is deſign'd 
I' afford you Pleaſures of another kind @ _ 
Yet with your Taſte your Hearing ſhall be fed, 

And Homer's ſacred Lines, and Virgil's read 

{ther of whom does all Mankind excel, 

'Tho' which exceeds the other none can tell. 

In matters not with what ill Tone they're ſung, 

Verſe ſo ſublimely good, no Voice can wrong. 

Now then be all thy weighty Cares away, 

Thy Jealouſies and Fears, and while you may, 

To Peace and ſoft Repoſe give all the Day. 

From Thoughts of Debt, or any worldly Ill 

De free, be all uneaſy Paſſions ſtill. 

What tho' thy Wife do with the Morning Light, 
(When thou in vain haſt toil'd and drudg'd all Night) 
Steal from thy Bed and Houſe, abroad to roam, 

And having quench'd her Flame, come breathleſs home, 


— 


Fleck'd in her Face, and with diſorder'd Hair, 


Her Garments ruffled, and her Boſom bare; 
With Ears ſtill tingling, and her Eyes on fire, 
Half drown'd in Sin, {till burning in Deſire: 
Vhillt you are forc'd to wink, and ſeem content, 
Selling with Paſſion, which you dare not vent; 
Nay, if you wou'd be free from Night alarms, 
You muſt ſeem fond, and doating on her Charms, 


Take her (the laſt of Twenty) to your Arms, 


Let 


as wo 
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Let this, and ev'ry other anxious Thought, 
At th' Entrance of my "Threſhold be forgot; 


All thy domeſtic Griefs at home be left, 9. 
The Wife's Adult'ry, with the Servants Theft; 1 
And (the moſt racking Thought, which can intrude) . 
Forget falſe Friends and their Ingratitude. | 
Let us our peaceful Mirth at home begin, Sor 
While (32) Megalenfian Shows are in the (33) Circus ſeen : 007 
There (to the Bane of Horſes) in high State | For 
The (34) Prætor ſits, on a Triumphal Seat; 3 
Vainly with Enſigns, and with Robes adorn'd, W 
As if with Conqueſt, from the Wars return'd. #61 
This Day all Rome, (if I may be allow'd, 7 
Without Offence to ſuch a num'rous Crowd, I 
To ſay all Rome) will in the Circus ſweat ; 
Eccho's already do their Shouts repeat: 
Methinks I hear the Cry Away, away, f 
The (35) Green $2 avon the Honour of the Day. J 
Oh, ſhou'd theſe Sports be but one Year forborne, 
Rome would in Tears her lov'd Diverſion mourn ; = - 
For that would now a Cauſe of (36) Sorrow yield, _ - 


Great as the Loſs of (37) Canne's fatal Field. 7 
Such Shows as theſe, were not for us deſign'd, 1 
But vig'rous Youth to active Sports inclin d. 3 
On Beds of Re/cs laid, let us repoſe, E 
While round our Heads refreſhing Oiatment flows; # 
Our aged Limbs we'll baſk in Phabus Rays, 
And live this Day devoted to our Eaſe. 
Early To-day we'll to the Bath repair, 
Nor need we now the common (38) Cenſure fear: 
On PFeftivals, it is allow'd no Crime 
To Bath, and Eat, before the uſual Time; 
But that continu'd, wou'd a Loathing give, 
Nor could you thus a Week together live: 
For, frequent Uſe would the Delight exclude : 
Pleaſure's a Toil, when conſtantly purſu'd. 


rp moe +> 
Explanatory NoTEs on the foregoing SATIRE. 
1 Tticus. The Name of a very eminent Perſon ii. 


{ A Rome: But here it is meant to ſignify any one of 
great Wealth aud Quality, | 


2 Rutilus. 
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2 Rutilus. One who by his own extravagant Gluttony, 


was at length reduc'd to the moſt ſhameful Degree of Pover- 
ty. This, likewiſe, is here made uſe of as a common Name 


6 all beggarly Gluttons, fuch whoſe unreaſonable Appetit® 


remain after their Eſtates are conſum d. 
3 Urg'd by no Pow'r, reſtrain'd by no Advice. 
Sometimes Perſons awere compell d, by the Tyranny of Nero, 


to practiſe the Trade of Fencing, and to fight upon the Stage, 


for his inhuman Diver fion ; otherwiſe, ſeldom any but com- | 


mon Slaves or condemn'd Malęfactors were ſo employ'd* 


Which made it the greater Ræflection on any Perſon, who 
either voluntarily, or forc d by his own Extrawagance, for 


2 Livelyhood (like Rutilus) apply'd himſelf to that wretched 


Trade. 
Reftrain'd by no Advice. 


Hinting, that though he wwas not compelld to ſuch 4 
Prackice of Fencing ; yet it was a Shame that he was ſuf- 
fer'd to undertake it, and not adviſed, or commanded by the 
Magiſtracy, to the contrary. | | 

4. Of the ſame wretched kind, vix. 

Reduc'd to Poverty by riotous living. 

5. The broken Relict. | ED 
Broken, or defaced; that it might not be diſcover'd to be his 
Mother's Picture, when expos'd to Sale. | 

6. Ventidius. A noble Roman, who hw'd hoſpitably. 

7. Therſites. An Impudent, Deformed, Il Tongud Fel- 
tow (as Homer deſcribes him, Iliad 2) æubo accompany d 
the Grecian Army to the Siege of Troy: where he took & 
Privilege often to rail and ſnarl at the Commanders. Some 
relate that at laſi Achilles, for his Sawcineſs, kill d him 
with a Blow of his Fiſt. Theref. re ave are not to under- 
and Juvenal, here, as relating a Matter of Fact; but 
Therſites 7s uſed here, to fignify any Body of the ſame Kind: 
As before, Atticus und Rutilus. The Meaning is, that 
fuch as he ought not (neither would he, had he been preſent ) 
have preſumed to oppoſe Ajax and Ulyſſes in contending” for 
Achilles his Armour. See his Character admirably improu A 


by Mr. Dryden in his Tragedy of Truth found too late. 


8. Ulyſſes. The moſt eloquent of all the Grecian 


Princes. After Achilles's Death, Ajax a fam'd Greciam 
Warrior pretended to his Armour; Ulyſſes oppoſed him, be- 


fore a Council of War, and by his admirable Eloguence 
obtain d the Prize, Ovid. Metam. 13. 9. Pollio. 
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9. Pollio. Brought to that Paſs, by his Gluttony, that he 
was forc'd to ſell his Ring: The Mcrk of Honour and Di- 


the Roman Knights. 


ſtinction, worn by 


10. Aſtræa. The Goadl:ſe of Fuſtice, auhom the Pocts 


feign to have fled to Heaven after the Golden Age, 
Ultima Cœleſtum Terras Aſtræa reliquit. Ovip. 
11. Perſicus. Juvenal's Friend, to whom he makes an 
Invitation, and addreſjes this Satire. 

12. Evander. A Prince of Arcadia, auh unluckily 
Killing his Father, forſook his own Country, and came into 
Italy; ſettling in that . lace, where afterwards Rome was 
built, Virgil Ain. 8 fell, us that he entertaincd both 
Hercuels and Aneas, when be was in a low Condition. 

13 Alcides. Hercules, /o cald from his Grand-father 
Alczus. 5 | 

14. Curius Dentatus. 4 Great Man who had been 
three Times Conful of Rome, and had triumphed ohe r many 
Kings; yet as great an Example of Temperance as Courage. 

15. 4 Diſh in great Eficem among the Romans. 
Nil Vulva pulchrius ampla. Hor. 

16. F they killd a Sacrifice, and any Fleſh remained to 
ſpare, it was priz'd as an accidental Rarity. | 

17. Conſul. By the Tyranny of Tarquinius Superbus, 
(the laſt Roman King) the woiy Name of King became 
hateful to the People. After his Expulſicn, they afſembled 
and reſolved to commit the Government, for the future, into 
the Hands of two Perſons, who were to be choſen every Year 
anew, and whom they call'd Conſuls. 
18. Dictator. Was a General choſen upon ſome emergent 
| Occafions; his Office was limited for fix Months; which 
Time extir'd, (if Occafion were) they choſe another, or 
eontinu'd the ſame, by a new Election. The Dictator dif- 
Fred in nothing from a King, but in his Name, and the 
Duration of his Authority: His Power biing full as great, 
but his Name not fo hateful to the Romans. 

19. Before th' appointed Hour. 1 
It wwas accounted Greedine/s, and ſpameful, to cat before the 
uſual Hour, which was their ninth Hour; and our Three 
o'Cleck, Afﬀternaon, But upon Feſtival Days, it awas per- 
mitted them, to prevent the ordinary Hour; and always 
exccuſable ih old People, - 


20. Cenſore, 
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Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. g5 . 
20. Cenſors, Were two great Officers, Part of whoſe 
Bufineſs was to inſpect the Lives and Manners of Men; 
they had Power to degrade Knights and exclude Senators, 
ewhen guilty of great Mijdemeanors : And in former Days 


+ | they vere fo Brit, that they flood in Awe one of another. 


21. The Manner of the Romans eating, was to lie upon 
Beds or Couches about the T able, which formerly were made 
of plain Wood, but afterwards at great Expence, adorn'd 
ith Tortoiſe-/fells, Pearls, and Foory, 

22. Grecian Arts. 7% Romans copied their Luxury from 
the Greeks; the Imitation of whom, was among them as 
faſtronable, as of the French among us. Which occaſions 
this Saying, with ſo much Indignation in our Poet, Sat. z. 

. Non poſſum ferre, Quirites, 
Grzcam Urbem | | 

23. Romulus and Remus. Twins, and Founders of the 
Roman Empire; \who, the Poets fiign, were nurſt by a 
Wolf: The Woman's Name being Lupa. | 

24. Formerly the Statues of the Gods were made of Clay: 
But now of Gold. Which Extravagance was alſpleaſing 
even to the Gods themſelves. | ; 

25. The Romans uſed to anont themſelves with faveet 
Ointments, at their Feafls immediately after bathing. 

: 26. Ivory was in great Eſteem among them, and pre- 
= *rr'd to Silver. 7 | 
| 27. Trypherus. There vere in Rome, Profeſſors of 
the Art of Carving; who taught publickly in Schools, Of 
this kind 'Irypherus was the moſt famous, Te 
28. Ganymede, Cup-bearer. : 
29. Phrygia. Whence pretty Boys wwere brought to 
Rome, and ſold publickly in the Markets, to wile Uſes. 
30. An uſual Part of the Entertainment, ohen Great 
iden freaſted, to have wanton Women dance after a laſci- 
vious Manner, | 

31. Virtue would ſhrink to hear this Lewdneſs told, 

Which Huſbands, now, do with their Wives behold. 
Theſe Lines in Juvenal, | | 

Spectant hos nuptæ, juxta recubante marito, 
Quod pudeat narraſſe aliquem præſentibus ipſis. 
in ſome late Editions, are plac'd nearer the latter End of this 
Satire: And in the Order of this Tranſlation, wou'd ſo have 
Sollow'd, after Line 349, Viz. | 4 
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| the Mother of the Gods. She was called. ueyday T, 


_ there avere four diſtinct Factions, known 9, their Liweries, Þ 


Factions. 


bad fer ſuch Shows. 


ſent three Bujpels full of Rings to Carthage, as a Token if Þ 
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Such Shows as theſe, were not for us deſign d, 
But vig'rous Youth to active Sports inclin'd. 
But ] have continued em in this Place after Lubin. Be- 
fides the Example of the learned Holyday for the ſame 
Poſition; agreeing better here, in my Mind, with the Senſe 
both before and after. For the Megalenſian Games conſiſt- 
ing chiefly of Races, and ſuch like Exerciſes; 1 cannot con- 
ceive where the extraordinary Cauſe of Shame lay in Femal:|| 
Spectators: But it wwas a manifeſt Immedeſty, for them 19 
He by their Huſbands, and ſee the lewd Actions of their own 
Sex in the Manner deſcrib'd. | | F 
32. Megalenſian Shows. Games in Honour of Cybele, 


Magna Mater, and from thence theſe Games Megaleſia, « W 
Ludi Megalenſes ; they began upon the 4th of April, ani 
continued fix Days. | 4 
33. Circus. The Place where thoſe Games avere cele-( 
brated, - 
34. Prætor. An Officer not unlike our Mayor or Sheri f. 
He was to overſee theſe Sports, and fate in great State, 
zohile they were acting; to the Deſtruction of many Horſes, Þ 
ewhich abere ſpoiled in running the Races. x 

35. The Green have won the Honour of the Day. | 
In running the Races in the Circus, with Horſes in Chariot, 


u hich were Green, a kind of ruſſet Red, White, and Blu. 
One of theſe Factions was always favoured by the Court, 
and at this Time probably the Green. Which makes our 
Poet fancy he hears the Shouts for Foy of their Part. 
Afterward Domitian added two more, the Golden and Puri: 


36. Refedting on the immoderate Fondneſs the Romani | 


37. Canne. 4 ſmall Town, near which Hannibal | 
obtained a great Victory over the Romans: In that Batt': | 
were flain 40000 Men, and ſo many Gentlemen, that he | 
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his Victory. 
38. See the Notes at Fig. 19. 
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PROLOGUE to Queen MARY, upon her 


Majeſty's coming to fee the OLD BartcueLos, 
after having ſeen the DouBLE-DEALIX. 


Y this repeated Act of Grace, we ſee 
Wit is again the Care of Majeſty : 
And while thus honour'd our proud Stage appears, 
Ve ſeem to rival antient Theatres. 
Thus flouriſh'd Wit in our Forefathers Age, 
And thus the Reman and Athenian Stage. 
Whoſe Wit is beſt we'll not preſume to tell: 
But this we know, our Audience will excel : 
For never was in Reme nor Athens ſeen 
So fair a Circle, and ſo bright a Queen. 
Long has the Muſes Land been over-caſt, 
And many rough and ſtormy Winters paſt; 
Hid from the World, and thrown in Shades of Night, 
Of Heat depriv'd, and almoſt void of Light: 
While Wit, a hardy Plant, of Nature bold, 
Has ftruggled ſtrongly with the killing Cold: 
So does it {till through Oppoſition grow, 
As if its Root was warmer kept by Snow: 
But when ſhot forth, then draws the Danger near, 5 


On ev'ry Side the gath'ring Winds appear, 

And Blatts deſtroy that Fruit, which Froſts wou'd ſpare. 
But now, new Vigour and new Life it knows, | 
And Warmth that from this royal Preſence flows. 

O wou'd ſhe ſhine with Rays more frequent here!? 
How gay wou'd then, this drooping Land appear! 
Then, like the Sun, with Pleaſure ſhe might view, 
The ſmiling Earth, cloath'd by her Beams anew. 
O'er all the Meads, ſhou'd various Flow'rs be ſeen 
Mix'd with the Laurel's never fading Green, 

'The new Creation of a gracious Queen, 
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EPILOGUE at the Opening of the 2ueen's 
Theatre in the Hay-Market, with an 1a/ian Paitoral : 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirale. 


Hatever future Fate our Houſe may find, 
VV Atpreſent we expect you ſhou'd be kind: 
| | 1 E 9 Incon- 
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Inconſtancy itſelf can claim no Right, 
Before Enjoyment and the Wedding Night. 
You muſt be fix'd a little ere you range, 
You muſt be true till you have Time to change. 
A Week at leaſt; one Night is ſure too ſoon: 
But we pretend not to a Honey Moon. 
'To Novelty we know you can be true, 
But what, alas! or who, is always new: 

This Day, without Preſumption, we pretend 
With Novelty entire you're entertain'd ; | 
For not alone our Houſe and Scenes are new, 

Our Song and Dance, but ev'n our Actors too. 
Our Play itſelf has ſomething in't uncommon, 
Two faithful Lovers, and one conſtant Woman. 
In ſweet Italian Strains our Shepherds ſing, 

Of harmleſs Loves our painted Forefs ring 

In Notes, perhaps leſs foreign than the Thrzg, 
To Sound ard Show at firit we make Pretence, © 
In Time we may regale you with ſome Senfe, 
But that, at preſent, were too great Expence, 
We only fear the Beaux may think it hard, 

To be to Night from ſmutty Jeſts bebarr'd : 

But in good Breeding, ſure, they'll once excuſe 
Ev'n Modeſty, when in a Stranger Muſe. 

The Day's at hand, when we ſhall ſhift the Scene, 
And to yourſelves ſhew your dear ſelves again: 
Paint the Reverſe of what you've ſeen Jo day, 
And in bold Strokes the vicious Town diſplay. 
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PROLOGUE to Prxzrnvs King o 
( UR Age has much improv'd the Warrior's Art; 
For Fighting, now is thought the weakeſt Part; 
And a good Head, more uſeful than a Heart. 

This Way of War, does our Example yield; 

That Stage will win, which longeſt keeps the Field, 
We mean not Battle, when we bid Defiance; 
But ſtarving one another to Compliance. | 

Our I roops encamp'd are by each other view'd, 

And thoſe which firft are hungry, are ſabdu'd. 

And there, in Truth, depends the great Deciſion : 


hey conquer, who cut off the Foe's Proviſion, 
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But, 
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Let Fools, with Knocks and Bruiſes, keep a Pother; 
Our War and Trade, is to out-wit each other. 
Mut, hold: Will not the Politicians tells us, | 
FT hat both our Conduct, and our Foreſight, fails us, 
Fo raiſe Recruits, and draw new Forces down, 
hus, in the dead Vacation of the Town! 
Flo muſter up our Rhimes, without our Reaſon, 

And forage for an Audience out of Seaſon? 

Our Author's Fears mult this falſe Step excuſe ; 
Tis the firſt Flight of a juſt-feather'd Muſe : 

h' Occaſion ta'en, when Criticks are away; 
Half Wits and Beaux, thoſe rav'nous Birds of Prey. 
yt, Heav'n be praig'd, far hence they vent their Wrath, 
Mauling, in mild Eampoon, th' intriguing Bath. 
hus does our Author his firſt Flight commence; 
hus, againſt Friends at firſt, with Foils we fence : 
Thus prudent Gimcrack try'd if he were able 
Ere he'd wet Foot) to ſwim upon a Table. 

Then ſpare the Youth : or if you'll damn the Play, 
Let him but firſt have his; men take yo..r Day. 


2 g. ob ob d / ee re lp ee ee eb d. 
| EPILOGUE to OROONOEKO. 
Spoken by Mrs. Verbruggen. 

O U ſee we try all Shapes, and Shifts, and Arts, 
To tempt your Favours, and regain your Hearts, 

Ve weep, and laugh, join Mirth and Grief together, 

Lice Rain and Sunſhine mixt, in April Weather, 

our diff'rent Taftes divide our Poet's Cares: 

nc Foot the Sock, t'other the Buſkin wears: 

Fhus while he ſtrives to pleaſe, he's forc'd to do't, 

Like Volſcius, Bip-hop, in a üngle Boot. | 

-riticks, he knows, for this may damn his Books: 

ut he makes Feaſts for Friends, and not for Cooks. 

ho' Errant-Knights of late no Favour find, 

ure you will be to Ladies-Errant kind. 

o follow Fame, Knights-Errant make Proſeſſion: 

Ve Damſels fly, to ſave our Reputation: 

Fo they, their Valour how, we, our Diſcretion. 

Lo Lands of Moniters, and fierce Beaſts they go. 

Ve, to thoſe [{lands where rich Huſhans g 

Tho' they're no Monſters, we may make ein ſo, 
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If they're of Eugliſb Growth, they'll bear't with Patience: 


But ſave us from a Spouſe of Orc0::249's Nations! 
Then bleſs your Stars, you happy London Wives, 

Who love at large, each Day, yet keep your Lives: 
Nor envy poor Iinoinda's doating Blindneſs, 

Who thought her Huſband kill'd her out of Kindneſs. 
Death with her Huſband ne'er had ſhewn ſuch Charms, 
Had the once dy'd within a Lover's Arms. 

ter Error was from Ignorance proceeding: 

Poor Soul! ſhe wanted ſome of our Town breeding. 
Forgive the Indian's Fondneſs of her Spouſe ; 

Their Law no Chriſtian Liberty allows: 

Alas! they make a Conſcience of their Vows! 

If Virtue in a Heathen be a Fault; | 1 


Then damn the heathen School, where ſhe was taught, 


She might have learnt to Cuckold, Jilt and Sham, 
Had Covent-Garden been in Surinam. | 


PROLOGUE to the Huſband his own Cuckold. 
A Comedy written by Mr, J. Dryden, Junior. 


HIS Year has been remarkable two Ways, 
For blooming Poets, and for blaſted Plays. 
We've been by much appearing Plenty mock'd, 
At once both tantaliz'd, and over-ſtock'd. 
Our Authors too, by their Succeſs of late, 
Begin to think third Days are out of Date. 
What can the Cauſe be that our Plays won't keep, 
Unleſs they have a Rott ſome Years like Sheep ? 
For our Parts, we confeſs we're quite aſham'd 
To read ſuch weekly Bills of Poets damn'd. 
Each Pariſh knows 'tis but a mournful Caſe 
When Chriſtnings fall, and Funerals increaſe. 
Thus 'tis, and thus will be when we are dead, 
There will be Writers which will ne'er be read. 
Why will you be ſuch Wits, and write ſuch Things? 
You're willing to be Waſps, but want the Stings. 
Let not your Spleen provoke yvu to that Height, 
'Odilife you don't know what you do, Sirs, when yd 
write. . | 


You'll find that Preafus has Tricks, when try'd, | 


Tho' you make nothing on't but up and ride; 
Ladies and all, I'faich, now get aſtride. . 4 
; Ol 
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Contriving Characters, and Scenes, and Plots, 

Is grown as common now, as knitting Knots ; 

With the ſame Eaſe, and Negligence of Thought, 
The charming Play is writ, and Fringe is wrought. 
Tho this be frightful yet we're more afraid, 

When Ladies leave, that Beaux will take the Trade : 
Thus far 'tis well enough, if here twou'd top, 
But ſhould they write, we muſt e' en ſhut up Shop. 
How ſhall we make this Mode of Writing fink ? 
A Mode, ſaid I? *Tis a Diſeaſe, I think, | 
A ſtubborn Tetter that's not cur'd with Ink. 

For {ill it ſpreads, 'till each th' Infection takes, 
And ſeizes ten, for one that it forſakes. by 
Our Flay to-day is ſprung from none of theſe, 
Nor ſhould you damn it, tho' it does not pleaſe, 
Since born without the Bounds of your four Seas. 
For if you grant no Favour as 'tis new, 

Vet as a Stranger, there is ſomething due: 

From Rome (to try its Fate) this Play was ſent; 
Start not at Reme, for there's no Pop'ry meant ; 
Tho' there the Poet may his Dwelling chuſe, 


Yet ſtill he knows his Country claims his Muſe. 


lither an Off 'ring his Firſt-born he ſends, . 
Whoſe good, or ill- Succeſs, on you depends. 
Yet he has Hope ſome Kindneſs may be ſhown, 
As due to greater Merit than his own, 

And begs the Sire may for the Son atone. 
There's his laſt Refuge, if the Play don't take, 
Vet ſpare young Dryden for his Father's ſake. 


. 
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PROLOGUE to the Cover on the QUEEN's 
Birth-Day, 1904. | 


HE happy Muſe, to this high Scene preferr'd, 
Hereafter ſhall in loftier Strains be heard; 

And ſoaring to tranſcend her uſual Theme, 

Shall ſing of Virtue and heroic Fame. 

No longer ſhall ſhe toil upon the Stage, 

And fruitleſs War with Vice and Folly wage: 

No more in mean Diſguiſe ſhe ſhall appear, 

And Shapes ſhe wou'd reform be forc'd to wear: 
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102 Poems upou ſeveral Occaſions. 
While Ignorance and Malice join to blame, 
And break the Mirror that reflects their Shame. bh 
Henceſorth ſhe {hall purſue a nobler Taſk, 

Shew her bright Virgin Face, and ſcorn the Sazyr's Maſk, 
Happy her future Days! which are deſign'd 

Alone to paint the Beauties of the Mind. 

By juſt Originals to draw with Care, 

And copy from the Court a faultleſs Fair: 

Such Labours with Succeſs her Hopes may crown, 
And ſhame to Manners an incorrigible Town. 

While tais Deſign her eager Thought purſues, 
Such various. Virtues all around ſhe views. | 
She knows not where to fix, or which to chuſe. \ 
Yet fill ambitious of the daring Flight, 

ONE oniy awes her with ſuperior Light. 

From that Attempt the conſcious Mule retires, 

Nor to inimitable Worth aſpires ; 

But fecretiy applauds, and ſilently admires, 
Hence fhe reflects upon the genial Ray 
That firſt enliven'd this auſpicious Pay: 

On that bright Star, to whoſe i indulgent Power 
We owe the Pleſſings of the preſent Hour. 
Concurring Omens of propitious Fate 
Fore, with one ſacred Birth, an equal Date: 
Whence we derive whatever we poſſeſs, 
By foreign Conqueſt, or domeſtic Peace. 
Then Britain, then thy dawn of Bliſs begun: 
Then broke the Morn that lighted up this Sun! 
1 ben was it doom'd whoſe Councils ſnou'd ſucceed ; 
Ard by whoſe Arm the Chriſtian World be freed; 
J hen the fierce Foe was pre-ordain'd to yield, 

And then the Battle won at Llenhum's glorious Field. 
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The Tears of 4MARYLLIS for AMYNTAS, 


a PasTORAL, lamenting the Death of the late 
Lord Marquis of BLANDFORD. Inſerib'd to 
the Right Honourable the Lord GODOLPHIN, 
Long High-Treaſurer of England. 


Qualis populid mærens Philomela ſub umbra 
Amif os queritur fetus 
miſerable 3 
3 at, & ma:ſ'is late loca guæſtibus malt. 

Vis. Georg. 4. 


WAS atthe Time, when new returning Light 
With welcome Rays begins to chear the Sight; 

When grateful Birds prepare their Thanks to pay, 

And warble Hymns to hail the dawning Day ; 

When woolly Flocks their bleating Cries renew, 


bl 


And from their fleecy Sides firſt ſhake the ſilver Dew. 


_ *Twas then that Amaryllis, heav'my Fair, | 
Wounded with Grief, and wild with her Deſpair, 
Forſook her myrtle Bow'r and roſie Bed, 

To tell the Winds her Woes, and mourn Amyntas dead. 
Who had a Heart ſo hard, that heard her Cries 

And did not weep? Who ſuch relentleſs Eyes? 

Tygers and a Wolves their wonted Rage forego; 0 
And dumb Diſtreſs and new Compaſſion ew, | 

As taught by her to taſte of haman Woe. 5 
Nature herſelf attentive Silence kept, 

And Motion ſeem'd ſuſpended while ſhe wept ; 

The rifing Sun reſtrain'd his fiery Courſe, 


And rapid Rivers liſten'd at their Source 


Ev'n Echo fear'd to catch the flying Sound, 


| Leſt Repetitions ſhould her Accents drown; 


The very Morning Wind with-held his Ereeze, 
Nor fann'd with fragrant Wings the noiſeleſs Trees; 
As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 

And in the Grave with lov'd Amyntas laid. 


No Vqice, no whiſp'ring Sigh, no murm'ring Groan, 


Preſum'd to mingle with a Mother's Moan ; 
Her Cries alone her Anguiſh could expreſs, 
All other Mourning would have made it leſs. 


Hear me, ſhe cry'd, ye Nymphs and ſylvan Gods, 


 Tuhabitants of theſe once lov'd Abodes ; 
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Hear my Diſtreſs, and lend a pitying Ear, 
Hear my Complaint—you would not hear my Pray'r; 
The Loſs which you prevented not, deplore, 
And mourn with me Amyntas, now no more. 
Have I not Cauſe, ye cruel Pow'rs, to mourn ? 
Lives there like me another Wretch forlorn ? 
Fell me, thou Sun that round the World doſt {kine, 
Haſt chou beheld another Loſs like mine? 
Ye Winds, who on your Wings ſad Accents bear, 
And catch the Sounds of Sorrow and Deſpair, 
Lell me if ere your tender Pinions bore 
Such weight of Woe, ſuch deadly Sighs before? 
Tell me, thou Earth, on whoſe wide-ipreading Baſe 
"The wretched Load is laid of human Race, 
Noſt thou not feel thyſelf with me oppreit ! 
- Lye all the Dead ſo heavy on thy Breaſt? 
hen hoary Winter on thy ſhrinking Head 
ELs icy, cold, depreſſing Hand has laid, 
Haſt thou not felt leſs Chilneſs in thy Veins? 
Do I not pierce thee with more freezing Pains ? 
Bat why to thee do I relate my Woe, | 
Thou cruel Earth, my moſt remorſeleſs Foe! 
Within whoſe darkſome Womb the Grave is made, 
Where all my Joys are with Amyntas laid? 
Vhat is't to me, tho' on thy naked Head 
HKternal Winter ſhould his Horror ſhed, | 
Tho' all thy Nerves were numb'd with endleſs Froſt, 
And all thy Hopes of future Spring were loſt? 
To me what Comfort can the Spring afford ? 
Can my Amyntas be with Spring reſtor'd ? 
Can all the Rains that fall from weeping Skies, 
Unlock the Tomb where my Anmyztas lies? 
No, never! never !—Say then, rigid Earth, 
What is to me thy everlaſting Dearth, 
Tho' never Flow'r again its Head ſhould rear, 
Tho' never Tree again ſhould Bloſſom bear; 
Tho' never Graſs ſhould cloath the naked Ground, 
Nor ever healing Plant or wholſom Herb be found. 
Nene, none were found when I bewail'd their Want; 
Nor wholſom Herb was found, nor healing Plant, 
To eaſe Amyntas of his cruel Pains: 


In vain I ſearch'd the Valleys, Hills and Plains; 
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But wither'd Leaves alone appear'd to view, | 
Or pois'nous Weeds diſtilling deadly Dew. 
And if ſome naked Stalk, not quite decay'd, 
To yield a freſh and friendly Bud eflay'd, 
Soon as I reach'd to crop the tender Shoot, 
A ſhrieking Mandrake kill'd it at the Root. 
Witneſs to this ye Fawns of ev'ry Wood, 
Who at the Prodigy aſtoniſh'd ſtood. 
Well I remember what ſad Signs ye made, 
What ſhow'rs of unavailing Tears ye ſhed; 
| How each ran fearful to his moſſie Cave, 
When the laſt Gaſp the dear Amyntas gave. 
For then the Air was fill'd with dreadful Cries, 
And ſudden Night o'erſpread the darken'd Skies; 
Phantoms, and Fiends, and wand'ring Fires appear'd, 
And Skreams of 1l]-preſaging Birds were heard. 
Ihe Foreſt ſhook, and flinty Rocks were cleft, 
And frighted Streams their wonted Channels left; 
With frantic Grief o'erflowing fruitful Ground, 
Where many a Herd and harmleſs Swain was drown'd. 
While I forlorn and deſolate was left, 
Of ev'ry Help, of ev'ry Hope bereft; 
To ev'ry Element expos'd I lay, 
And to my Griefs a more defenceleſs Prey. 
For thee, Amyntas, all theſe Pains were born, 
For thee theſe Hands were wrung, theſe Hairs were torn; 
For thee my Soul to ſigh ſhall never leave, 
Theſe Eyes to weep, this throbbing Heart to heave. 
To mourn thy Fall III fiy the hated Light, 
And hide my Head in Shades of endleſs Night: 
For thou wert Light, and Life, and Health to me; 
The Sun but thankleſs ſhines that ſhews not thee. 
Wert thou not lovely, graceful, good and young? 
he Joy of Sight, the Talk of ev'ry Tongue ? 
id ever Branch ſo {weet a Bloſſom bear! 
Or ever early Fruit appear fo fair? | 
Did ever Youth ſo far his Years tranſcend ? 
Did ever Life ſo immaturely end? 
For thee the tuneful Swains provided Lays, 
And ev'ry Muſe prepar'd thy future Praiſe. | 
For thee the buſy Nymphs ſtripp'd ev'ry Grove, 
And Myrtle Wreaths and Flow'ry Chaplets wove. . - 
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But now, ah diſmal Change! the tunefal Throng Th 
To loud Lamentings turn the chearful Song. 
'There pleaſing Taſk the weeping Virgins leave, 
And with unfiniſh'd Garlands ſtrew thy Grave. Ar 
There let me fall, there, there lamenting lie, 
Their grieving grow to Earth, deſpair, and die. 

This ſaid, her loud Complaint of Force ſhe ceas'd, W 
Exceſs of Grief her faultring Speech ſuppreſs'd, Or 
Along the Ground her colder Limbs ſhe laid, Fe 
Where late the Grave was for Amyntas made; J. 
Then fram her ſwimming Eyes began to pour, T. 
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Of ſoftly falling Rain, a filver Show'r; 

Her looſely flowing Hair, all radiant bright, 
O'er-ſpread the dewy Graſs like Streams of Light, 
As if the Sun had of his Beams been ſhern, 

And caſt to Earth the Glories he had worn. 

A Sight ſo lovely ſad, ſuch deep Diſtreſs 

No Tongue can tell, no Pencil can expreſs. 

And now the Winds, which had ſo long been ſtill, 
Began the ſwelling Air with Sighs to fill; 

The Water-Nymphs, who motionleſs remain'd, 
Like Images of Ice, while ſhe complain d. 

Now Joos'd their Streams; as when deſcending Rains 

Roll the fteep Torrents headlong o'er the Plains. 

The prone Creation, who ſo long had gaz'd, 

Charm'd with her Cries, and at her Griefs amaz d, 

Began to roar and howl with horrid Yell, 

Diſmal to hear, and terrible to tell; 

Nothing but Groans and Sighs were heard around, 

And Eccho multiply'd each mournful Sound. 

When all at once an univerſal Pauſe 
Of Grief was made, as from ſome ſecret Cauſe, 
The balmy Air with fragrant Scents was fill'd, 

As if each weeping Tree had Gums diſtill d. 
Such, if not ſweeter, was the rich Perfume 
Which ſwift aſcended from Amyntas Tomb: 

As if th” Arabian Bird her Neſt had fr'd, 
And on the ſpicy Pile were new expir'd. 

And now the Turf, Which late was naked ſeen, 
Was ſudden ſpread with lively fpringing Green ; 
Ard Amaryllis ſaw, with wond'ring Eyes, 

A fow'ry Bed, where ſhe had wept, ariſe: 
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Thick as the pearly Drops the Fair had ſhed, 
The blowing Buds advanc'd their purple Head; 
From ev'ry Tear that fell, a Violet grew, 
And thence their Sweetneſs came, and thence their 
mournful Hue. 

Remember this, ye Nymphs and gentle Maids, 
When Solitude ye ſeek in gloomy Shades; 
Or walk on Banks where ſilent Waters flow, 


For there this lonely Flow'r will love to grow. 


Think on Amyntas, oft as ye ſhall ſtoop 

To crop the Stalks and take 'em ſoftly up.  . 
When in your ſnowy Necks their Sweets you wear, 
Give a ſoft Sigh, and drop a tender Tear: | 
Io lov'd Amyntas pay the Tribute due, | 
And bleſs his peaceful Grave, where firlt they grew. 
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To CYNTHIA, Weeping and not Speaking. 


. 


HY are thoſe Hours, which Heav'n in Pity lent, 
To longing Love, in fruitleſs Sorrow ſpent ; 
Why fighs my Fair? Why does that Boſom move 
With any Paſſion ſtirr'd, but riſing Love? 
Can Diſcontent find Place within that Breaſt, 
On whoſe ſoft Pillows ev'n Deſpair might reſt? 
Divide thy Woes, and give me my ſad Part, 
Jam no Stranger to an aking Heart; | 
Too well I know the Force of inward Grief, 
And well can bear it, to give you Relief: 


All Love's ſevereſt Panos I can endure; 


I can bear Pain, .tho' hopeleſs of a Cure. 

I know what 'tis to weep, and figh, and pray, 

To wake all Night, yet dread the breaking Day ; 

I know what 'tis to Wiſh, and Hope, and all in vain, 
And meet for humble Love, unkind Diſdain ; 
Anger, and Hate, I have been forc'd to bear, 


Nay Jealouſy————and I have felt Deſpair. 
_ Theſe Pains, for you, I have been forc'd to prove, 


For cruel you, when I began to Love, 


Till warm Compaſſion took at length my Part, 


And melted to my With your yielding ileart, CHE: 
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O the dear Hour, in which you did reſign ! 

When round my Neck your willing Arms did twine, 

And, in a Kiſs, you ſaid your Heart was mine. 

Thro' each returning Ycar, may that Hour be, 

Diſtinguiſh'd in the Rounds of all Eternity; . 

Gay be the Sun, that Hour, in all his Light, 

Let him collect the Day, to be more bright, 

Shine all, that Hour, and let the reſt be Night. 

And ſhall I all this Heav'n of Bliſs receive 

From you, yet not lament to ſee you grieve! 

Shall F, who nouriſh'd in my Breaſt Deſire, 

When your cold Scorn, and Frowns forbid the Fire; 

Now, when a mutual Flame you have reveal'd, 

And the dear Union of our Souls is ſeal'd, 

When all my Joys compleat in you I find, 

Shall I not ſhare the Sorrows of your Mind ? 

O tell me, tell me All whence does ariſe 

This Flood of Tears? whence are theſe frequent Sighs: 

Why does that lovely Head, like a fair Flow'r 

Oppreſs'd with Drops of a hard-falling Show'r, 

Bend with its Weight of Grief, and ſeem to grow 

Pownward to Earth, and kiſs the Root of Woe *? 
Lean on my Breaſt, and let me fold the fait, 
Lock'd in theſe Arms, think all thy Sorrows paſt ; 
Or, what remain, think hghter made by me; 
So I ſhould think, were I ſo held by thee. 
Murmur thy Plaints, and gently wound my Ears ; 
Sigh on my Lip, and let me drink thy Tears; 
Join to my Cheek, thy cold and dewy Face, 
And let pale Grief to glowing Love give Place. 
O {peak for Woe in Silence moſt appears; 
Speak, ere my Fancy magnify my Fears. 
Is there a Cauſe, which Words cannot expreſs ? 
Can I not bear a Part, nor make it leſs ? 
J know not what to think, Am I jn fault? 
I have ot to my Knowledge err'd in Thought, 
Nor warder'd from my Love, nor wou'd I be 
Lord of the World to hve depriv'd of thee. 
You weep a-freſh, and at that Word you tart! 
Am I to be depniv'd then? muſt we part! 

_- Curſe on that Word ſo ready to be ſpoke, 
For through my Lips, unmeant by me, it broke, 
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Oh no, we muſt not, will not, cannot part, 


And my Tongue talks unprompted by my Heart. 
Yet ſpeak, for my Diſtraction grows apace, 

And racking Fears, and reſtleſs Doubts increaſe ; 
And Fears and Doubts to Jealouſy will turn, 

The hotteſt Hell, in which a Heart can burn. 
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AIR Amoret is gone aſtray; 
Purſue and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover; 

I'll tell the Signs by which you may 

The wand'ring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 

So 

Coquet and coy at once her Air, 

Both ſtudy d, tho' both ſeem neglected; 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 

Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 

III. 


| With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, | 


Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, | 
Tho' certain Aim and Art direct 'em. 
IV. 
She likes herſelf, yet others hates, 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 


And while ſhe laughs at them, torgets, | 


She is the Thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 
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HEN Loſbia firſt I ſaw ſo heay* nly fair, 
With Eyes ſo bright, and with that awful Air, 
I thought my Heart, which durſt ſo high aſpire, 
As bold as his, who ſnatch'd celeſtial Fire. 
But ſoon as e'er the beauteous Idiot ſpoke, 


. Forth from her coral Lips fuch Folly broke, 


Like Balm the trickling Nonſenſe hea! 'd my Wound, 
And what her Eyes enthrall'd, "a Tongue unbound. 
D O RIS. 
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O RIS, a Nymph of riper Age, | 
Has every Grace and Art; | 
A wile Obſerver to engage, | 
Or wound a heedieis Heart. 
Of Native Bluſh, and roſy Dye, 
Time has her Cheek bereft ; 
Which makes the prudent Nymph ſupply, 
With Paint, th' injurious Theft. 
Her ſparkling Eyes the ftill retains, 
And Teeth in good Repair; 
And her well-furniſh'd Front diſdains 
'To grace with borrow'd Hair. 
Of Size, ſhe is nor ſhort, nor tall, 
And does to Fat incline 
No more, than what the French wou'd call 
Aimable Embonpoiut. 
Farther, her Perſon to diſcloſe 
J leave let it ſuffice, 
She has few Faults, but what ſhe knows, 
And can with Skill diſguiſe. 
She many Lovers has refus'd, 
With many more comply d; 
Which, like her Cloaths, when little us'd, 
She always lays aſide. 
She' s one, who looks with great Contempt 
On each affected Creature, 
Whole Nicety would | ſegm exempt 
From Appetites of Nature. 
She thinks they want or Health or Senle, 
Who want an Inclination ; 
And therefore never takes Offence 
At him who pleads his Paſſion. 
Whom ſhe refuſes, ſhe treats fill 
With ſo much ſweet Behaviour, 
'That her Refuſal, through her Skill, 
Looks almoſt like a Favour. 
Since ſhe this Softneſs can expreſs 
To thoſe whem ſhe rejects, 
She muſt be very fond, you'll gueſs, 
Of ſuch whom ſhe affects. | 
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Put here our Doris far outgoes, - 
All that her Sex have done; 

She no Regard for Cuſtom knows, 
Which Reaſon bids her ſhun. 
By Reaſon, her own Reaſon's meant, 

Or if you pleaſe, her Mill: 


For when this laſt is Diſcontent, 


The firſt is ſerv'd but ill. 

Peculiar therefore is her Way; 
Whether by Nature taught, 

I ſhall not undertake to ſay, 
Or by Experience bought. 

But who o'er-night obtain'd her Grace, 
She can next Day diſown, | 

And ftare upon the Strange-man's Face, 
As one ſhe ne'er had known. | 

So well ſhe can the Truth diſguiſe, 
Such artful Wonder frame, i 

The Lover or diſtruſts his Eyes, 
Or thinks 'twas all a Dream. 

Some, Cenſure this as Lewd and Low, 
Who are to Bounty blind ; 

For to forget what we beſtow, 
Beſpeaks a noble Mind. | 

Doris, our Thanks nor aſks, nor needs, 
For all her Favours done ; 

From her Love flows, as Light proceeds 
Spontaneous from the Sun. | 

On one or other, ftill her Fires 
Diſplay their genial Force; 


And ſhe, like Sci, alone retires, 


To ſhine elſewhere of Courſe. | | 
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O Sleep! thou Flatterer of happy Minds, 6 

How ſoon a troubled Breaſt thy Falſhood finds! 
Thou common Friend, officious in thy Aid, 
Where no Diſtreſs is ſhown, nor want betray'd : 
Eut oh, how ſwift, how ſure thou art to ſhun 
The Wretch, by Fortune or by Love undone! Where 
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Where are thy gentle Dews, thy ſofter Pow'rs, | 


Which us'd to wait upon my Midnight Hours ? For 
Why doſt thou ceaſe thy hov'ring Wings to ſpread, | Th. 
With friendly Shade around my reſtleſs Bed ? Hu 
Can no Complainings thy Compaſſion move? im 
Is thy Antipathy ſo ſtrong to Love! Ste 
O no! thou art the proip'rous Lover's Friend, "EL 
And doſt uncall'd his pleaſing Toils attend. 80 
With equal Kindneſs, and with rival Charms, An 
Thy Slumbers lull him in his fair One's Arms; | 

L Or from her Boſom he to thine retires, . 

UB Where ſooth'd with Eaſe, the panting Youth reſpires, . 

| Till ſoft Repoſe reſtore his drooping Senſe, F 10 


And Rapture is reliev'd by Indolence. 
But oh, what Fortune does the Lover bear, 
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by Deſpair ! 
From racking Thoughts by no kind Slumber freed, 
But painful Nights his joy leis Days ſucceed. 
But why, dull God, do Jof thee complain? 
Thou didft not cauſe, nor canſt thou eaſe my Pain. 
Forgive what my diſtracting Grief has ſaid, 
I own, unjuſtly I thy Sloth upbraid. 
For oft I have thy proffer'd Aid repell'd, 
And my reluctant Eyes from Reſt with-held; 
Implor'd the Muſe to break thy gentle Chains, 
And ſung with Philomel my nightly Strains. 
With her I ſing, but ceaſe not with her Song, 
For more caduring Woes my Days prolong. 
Ihe Morning Lark to mine accords his Note, 
And tunes to my Diſtreſs his warbling Throat: 
Each ſetting and each riſing Sun 1 mourn, 
Wailing alike his Abſence and Return. 
And all for thee What had I well njgh ſaid? 
Let me not name thee, thou too charming Maid, 


No as the wing'd Muſicians of the Grove, l 
Th Aſſociates of my Melody and Love, ; 
In moving Sound alone relate their Pain, | Fe 
And not with Voice articulate complain; | Is 
So ſhall my Muſe my tuneful Sorrows fing, | A 
And loſe in Air her Name from whom they ſpring. A 
O may no wakeful Thoughts her Mind moleſt, = Ju 

Soſt be her Slumbers, and ſincere her Reſt; _ A 
| Eo For 


For her, O Sleep, thy balmy Sweets prepare; 
he Peace I loſe for her, to her transfer. | 
Hufht as the falling Dews, whoſe noiſeleſs Show“; 
imperle the folded Leaves of Ev'ning Flow'rs, 

Steh on her Brow : And as thoſe Dews attend, 

Till warn'd by waking Day to re-aſcend ; 

So wait thou for her Morn; then, gently riſe, 


And to the World reſtore the Day-break of her Eyes. 
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To Sir GODFREY KNELLER, occaſiond by 
L —7 Picture. | 
Yield, O Keller, to ſuperior Skill, | 
| Thy Pencil triumphs o'er the Poet's Quill : 
| Tf yet my vanquiſh'd Muſe exert her Lays, 
It is no more to Rival thee, but Praiſe. 
* Oft have I try'd, with unavailing Care, 
To trace ſome Image of the much-lov'd Fair; 
But ſtill my Numbers ineffectual prov'd, | 
And rather ſhew'd how much, than whom, I lov'd : 
But thy unerring Hands, with matchleſs Art, 
Have ſhewn my Eyes th' Impreſſion in my Heart; 
The bright Idea both exiſts and lives, 
Such vital Heat thy genial Pencil gives 
Whoſe daring Point not to the Face confin'd, 
Can penetrate the Heart, and paint the Mind. 
Others ſome faint Reſemblance may expreſs, | 
Which, as tis drawn by Chance, we find by Gueſs. 
Thy Pictures raiſe no Doubts, when brought to View, 
At once they're known, and ſeem to know us too, 
Tranſcendent Artiſt! How compleat thy Skill! 
Thy Pow'r to act, is equal to thy Will. 
Nature and Art, in thee, alike contend, 
Not to oppoſe each other but befriend : 
For what thy fancy has with Fire deſign'd, 
Is by thy Skill both temper'd and refin'd. 
As in thy Pictures, Light conſents with Shade, 
And, each, to other is ſubſervient made. 
Judgment and Genius ſo concur in thee, 
End both unite in perfect Harmony. 
But after-Days, my Friend, muſt do thee Right, 
And ſet thy Virtues in unenvy'd Light - Fame 
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Nor dare their Light before her Eyes diſcloſe, - _ 


 Wherein he recommends Rules and Inſtructions to the fair Sex, 
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Fame due ta vaſt Deſert, is kept in Store, | 
Unpay'd, *till the Deſerver is no more. 

Yet, thou, in preſent, the beſt Part haſt gain'd, 

And from the choſen Few Applauſe obtain d:: _ 
Ev'n He who beſt cou'd judge and beſt cou'd praiſe? 
Has high extoll'd thee in his deathleſs Lays; 

Ev'n Dryden has immortaliz'd thy Name; 

Let that alone ſuffice thee, think That, Fame, 

Unfit I follow, where he led the Way, 

And court Applauſe, by what I ſeem to pay. 

Myſelf, I praiſe, while I thy Praiſe intend, 

For 'tis ſome Virtue, Virtue to commend : 

And next to Deeds, which our own Honour raiſe. 

Is, to diftinguiſh them who merit Praiſe. 
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HOU watchful Taper, by whoſe filent Light + 
I lonely paſs the melancholy Night ; 
Thou faithful Witneſs of my ſecret Pain, 
To whom alone I venture : complain; 
O learn with me my hopeleſs Love to moan ; 
Commiſerate a Life ſo like thy own. OI 
Like thine, my Flames to my Deſtruction turn, 
Waſting that Heart, by wifich tupply'd they burn. 
Like thine, my Joy-and Suffering they diſplay, 
Ar once, are Signs of Life, and Symptoms of Decay. 
And as thy fearful Flames the Day decline, 
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And only during Night preſume to ſhine ; 


Their humble Rays not daring to aſpire 

Before the Sun, the Fountain of their Fire: 

So mine, with conſcious Shame, and equal Awe, 
To Shades obſcure and Solitude withdraw; 


From whoſe bright Beams their Being firſt aroſe. , . | 
tmp ++ —+— +++ 
OY TD's Third Book of the ART of LOVE. 

Tranſlated into Engliſs Verle.  * i 


in the Conduct of their Amours: After hawing already com- 
peſed two Broks fer the Uſe of Men, up:;n the ſame. Subjedt.. 
om HE Men are arm'd, and for the Fight prepare; 
1 And now we muſt inſtruct and arm the Fair. 
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Both Sexes, well appointed take the Field, 
And mighty Love determine which ſhall yield. 
Man were 1gnoble, when, thus arm'd, to ſhow 
Unequal Force againſt a naked Foe : 

No Glory from ſuch Conqueſt can be gain'd, 
And Odds are always by the Brave diſdain'd. 
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But, ſome exclaim what Frenzy rules your Mind ? 


Would you increaſe the Craft of Woman-kind ! 


Teach them new Wiles and Arts! As well you may 


Inſtruct a Snake to bite, or Wolf to prey. 


But, ſure, too hard a Cenſure they purſue, 

Who charge on all the Failings of a few. 
Examine, firſt, impartially each Fair, 

Then, as ſhe merits, or condemn, or ſpare. 

If (1) Menelaus, and the King of Men, 

With Juſtice, of their. Siſter Wives complain; 
If falſe (2) Eriphyle forſook her Faith, 

And for Reward procur'd her Huſband's Death; 
Penelope (3) was loyal ſtill, and chaſte, 

Tho” twenty Years her Lord in Abſence paſs'd. 
Reflect how (4) Laodamia's Truth was try d; 
Who, tho' in Bloom of Vouth, and Beauty's Pride, 
To ſhare her Huſband's Fate, untimely dy d. 
Think how (5) Alceftes' Piety was prov'd 


Who lot her Life, to ſave the Man ſhe lov'd. 


Receive me, Capaneus, (6) Evade cry'd; 
Nor Death itſelf our Nuptials ſhall divide: 
To join thy Aſhes, pleas'd I ſhall expire, 
She ſaid, and leap'd amid the Fun'ral Fire. 
Vittue (7) herſelf a Goddeſs we confeſs, 


Both Female in her Name and in her Dreſs; 


No Wonder then, if to her Sex inclin'd, 
She cultivates with Care a female Mind. 


But theſe exalted Souls exceed the Reach 


Of that ſoft Art, which I pretend to teach. 

My tender Barque requires a gentle Gale; 
A little Wind will fill a little Sail. | 

Of ſportful Loves I ſing, and ſhew what Ways 
The willing Nymph muſt uſe, her Bliſs to raiſe, 
And how to captivate the Man ſhe'd pleaſe. 
Woman is ſoft, and of a tender Heart, 

Apt to receive, and to retain Love's Dart: 


| 
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Man has a Breaft robuſt, and more ſecure, 


It wounds him not ſo deep, nor hits ſo ſure. 


Men oft are falſe ; and, if you ſearch with Care, 


You'll find leſs Fraud imputed to the Fair. 
The faithleſs (8) Jaſen from Media fed, 


And made Ccuſa Partner of his Bed. 


Bright (9) Ariadne, on an unknown Shore, 


Thy Abſence, perjur'd Th:/exs, did deplore. 
If then, the wild Inhabitants of Air 
Forbore her tender lovely Limbs to tear, 
It was not owing, Thefeus, to thy Care. 
Enquire the Cauſe, and let Demophocn tell, 
Why (10) Phillis by a Fate untimely fell, 
Nine times, in vain, upon the promis'd Day, 
She ſought th' appointed Shore, and view'd the Sea: 
Her Fall the fading Trees conſent to mourn, 
And ſhed their Leaves round her lamented Urn, 

The Prince ſo far for Piety renown'd, 
To thee, (11) Eliga, was unfaithful found; . 
Fo thee forlorn, and Janguiſhing with Grief, 
His Sword alone he left, thy laſt Relief. 
Ye ruin'd Nymphs, ſhall I the Cauſe impart 
Of all your Woes ? Twas want of needful Art, 
Love, of itſelf, too quickly will expire; 
But powerful Art pcrpetuates Deſire. 


Women had yet their Ignorance bewail'd, 


Had not this Art by Venus been reveal'd, 

Before my Sight the Cy ian Goddeſs ſhone, 
And thus ſhe ſaid; I at huwe poor Women done! 
Why is that weak, defenceleſs Sex expos'd; 

On ev'ry Side, by Men wwell-arm'd, enclos d? 
Tawvice are the Men inſirudted by thy Muſe, 

Nor muſt ſhe now to teach the Sex refuſe. 

The (12) Bard who injur'd Helen in his Song, 
Recanted after, and redreſs d the Wrong. 

And you, if on my Favour you depend, 

The Cauſe of Women, while you live, defend, 

This ſaid, a Myrtle Sprig, which Berries bore, 
She gave me (for a Myrtle Wreath ſhe wore.) 
The Gift receiv'd, my Senſe enlighten'd grew, 
And from her Preſence Inſpiration. drew. . 
Attend, ye Nymphs, by Wedlock unccafin'd, 


nd hear my Precepts, while ſhe prompts my Mind. : 
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Ev'n now, in Bloom of Youth, and Beauty's Prime, 

Beware of coming Age, nor waſte your Time: 

Now, while you may, and rip'ning Years invite, 

Enjoy the ſeaſonable ſweet Delight: 

For rolling Vears, like ſtealing Waters, glide; 

Nor hope to ſtop their ever- ebbing Tide: 

Think not, hereafter will the Loſs repay ; 

For ev'ry Morrow will the Taſte decay, 

And leave leſs Reliſh than the former Day. 

I've ſeen the Time, when on that wither' d Thorn, 

The blooming Roſe vy'd with the bluſhing Morn. | 

With fragrant Wreaths I thence have deck'd my Head, 

And ſee, how leafleſs now, and how decay'd! 

And you, who now the Love-lick Youth reject, 

Will prove, in Age, what Pains attend Neglect. 

None, then, will preſs upon your Midnight Hours, 

Nor wake to ftrew yourStreet with Morning Flow'rs, 

Then nightly Knockings at your Door will ceaſe, 

Whoſe noiſeleſs Hammer, then, may ruſt in Peace. 
Alas, how ſoon a clear Complexion fades! 

How ſoon a wrinkled Skin plump Fleſh inyades ! 

And what avails it, tho' the fair One ſwears 

She from her Infancy had ſome grey Hairs ? 

She grows all hoary in a few more Years, 

And then the venerable Truth appears. 

The Snake his Skin, the Deer his Horns may caſt, 

And both renew their Youth and Vigour paſt: 

But no Receipt can human Kind relieve, 

Doom'd to decrepid Age, without Reprieve. 

'Then crop the Flow'r which yet invites your Eye, 

And which, ungather'd, on its Stalk muſt die. 

Beſides, the tender Sex is form'd to bear, 

And frequent Births, too ſoon will youth impair : 

Continual Harveſt wears the fruitful Field, 

And Earth itſelf decays, too often till'd. | 

Thou didſt not, Cynthia, ſcorn the Latmian (13) Swain; 

Nor thou, Aurora, (14) Cephalus diſdain; | 

The Paphian' Queen who, for (15) Adonis Fate, 

So deeply mourn'd;/and who laments him yet, 

Has not been found inexorable ſince ; = 

| Witneſs (16) Harmonia, and the Dardan Prince. 

Then take Example, Mortals, from above, 

And like Immortals live, and like 'em love. Re- 
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Refuſe not thoſe Delights, which Men require, 
Nor let your Lovers languiſh with Deſire. 
Falſe tho' they prove, what Loſs can you ſufain? 
Thence let a thouſand take, twill all remain, 
'Tho' conſtant Uſe, ev'n Flint and Steel impairs, 
What you employ no Diminution fears. 
Who would, to light a Torch, their Torch deny? 
Or who can dread drinking an Ocean dry ? 
Still Women loſe, you cry, if Men obtain: 
What do they loſe, that's worthy to retain (17) ? 
Think not this ſaid to proſtitute the Sex, & 
But undeceive whom needleſs Fears perplex. 

Thus far a gentle Breeze ſupplies our Sail, 
Now launch'd to Sea, we aſk a briſker Gale. | 
And firſt, we treat of Dreſs. The well-dreſs'd Vine 
Produces plumpeſt Grapes, and richeſt Wine; 
And plenteous Crops of golden Grain are found, 
Alone, to grace well-cultivated Ground. 
Beauty's the Gift of Gods, the Sex's Pride ! 
Yet, to how many, is that Gift deny'd ? 
Art helps a Face; a Face tho” heav'nly fair, 
May quickly fade for want of needful Care. 
In ancient Days, if Women {lighted Dreſs, 
Then Men were ruder too, and lik'd it leſs. 
If He&or's (18) Spouſe was clad in ftubborn Stuff, 
A Soldier's Wife became it well enough. | 
Ajax, to ſhield his ample Breaſt, provides 
Seven luſty Bulls, and tanns their ſturdy Hides 
And might not he, d'ye think, be well careſs'd, 
Ard yet his Wife not elegantly dreſs'd ? 
With rude Simplicity Rome firſt was built, 
Which now we ſee adorn'd, and carv'd, and gilt. 
This (19) Capitol with that of Old compare; 
Some other Ye, you'd think, was worſhipp'd there. 
That lofty Pile, where Senates dictate Law, 


When Tatius reign'd, was poorly thatch'd with Straw ; 


. 


And where 4þ://,'s Fane refulgent ſtands, 
Was heretofore a Tract of Paſture-Lands. 
Let ancient Manners other Men delight; 
But me the modern pleaſe, as more polite. 
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Not, that Materials now in Gold are wrought, .. 2A 8 
And diſtant Shores for orient Pearls are ſought; *** 
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Nor for, that Hills exhauſt their Marble Veins, 
And Structures riſe whoſe Bulk the Sea reſtrains; 
But, that the World is civiliz d of late, 
And poliſh'd from the Ruſt of former Date. 
Let not the Nymph with Pendants load her Ear, 
Nor in Embroid'ry, or Brocade appear; 
Too rich a Dreſs may ſometimes check Deſire; 
And Cleanlineſs more animate Love's Fire. 
The Hair diſpos'd, may gain or loſe a Grace, 
And much become, or miſbecome the Face. 
hat. ſuits your Features, of your Glaſs enquire, 
For no one Rule is fix'd for Head-Attire. 
A Face too long ſhou'd part, and flat the Hair, 
Left, upward comb'd, the Length too much appear : 
So Laodamia dreis'd. A Face too round, 
Shou'd ſhow the Ears, and with a Tour be crown'd. 
On either Shoulder, one, her Locks diſplays ; | 
Adorn'd like PLzbus, when he ſings his Lays: 
Another, all her Treſſes ties behind; 
8o dreſs'd, Diana hunts the fearful Hind. 
Diſhevell'd Locks moſt graceful are to ſome; 
Others, the binding Filets more become: 
Some plat, like ſpiral Shells, their braided Hair, 
Others, the looſe and waving Curl prefer. 
But, to recount the ſeveral Dreſſes worn, 
Which artfully each ſev'ral Face adorn, 
Were endleſs, as to tell the Leaves on Trees, 
The Beaſts on Aipine Hills, or Hybla's Bees. 
lany there are, who ſeem to ſlight all Care, 
And with a pleaſing Negligence enſnare; 
Whole Moraings oft, in ſuch a Dreſs are ſpent, 
And all is Art, that looks like Accident. 
With ſuch Diforder (20) Ile was grac'd, 
When great Alcides firſt the Nymph embrac'd. 
So Ariadne came to Bacchus Bed, 
When with the Conqueror from Crete ſhe fled. 
Nature, indulgent to the Sex, repays 
The Loſſes they ſuſtain, by various Ways. 
Men ill ſupply choſe Hairs they ſhed in Age, | 
Loft, like Autumnal Leaves, when North-winds rage.. 
Women, with Juice of Herbs, grey Locks diſguiſe, 
And Art gives Colour which with Nature vies. 
> | : — 
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The well-wove Tours they wear, their own are thought Imp 
But only are their own, as what they've bought. Ane 
Nor need they bluſh to buy Heads ready dreſs'd, Not 
And chuſe, at public Shops, what ſuits *em beſt. | By 
Coftly Apparel let the fair One fly, f 
Enrich'd with Gold, or with the Tyr:an Dye, Ho 
What Folly muſt in ſuch Expence appear, Int 
When more becoming Colours are leis dear ? | Ma 
One, with a Dye is ting'd of lovely blue; | But. 
Such as, thro' Air ſerene, the Sky we view. You 
With yellow Luſtre ſee another ſpread, | The 
As if the Golden-Fleece compos'd the Thread. Lei 
Some, of the Sea-green Wave the Caſt diſplay ; Wh 
With this, the Nymphs, their beauteous Forms array : All 
And ſome, the Saffron Hue will well adorn; Ane 
+ Such is the Mantle of the bluſhing Morn. 2.72 
Of Myrtle Berries, one, the Tincture ſhows ; Ma 
In this, of Amethyſts, the Purple grows, No! 
And, that, more imitates the paler Roſe. For 
Nor Thracian Cranes forget, whoſe ſilv'ry Plumes Wh 
Give Patterns, which employ the mimick Looms. Live 
Nor Almond, nor the Cheſnut Dye diſclaim ; All 
Nor others, which from Wax derive their Name. 1 
As Fields you find, with various Flow'rs o'erſpread, As 
When Vineyards bud, and Winter's Froſt 1s fled ; 25 
So various are the Colours you may try, — on 
Of which, the thirſty Wool imbibes the Dye. a b 
Try ey'ry one, what beſt becomes you, wear; Oc 
For no Complexion all alike can bear. | * 
If fair the Skin, Black may become it beſt, he 
In Black the lovely Fair (21) Bri/eis dreſt: | os 
If Brown the Nymph, let her be cloath'd in White, 0 
Andromeda (2 2) fo charm'd the wond'ring Sight. 5 
I need not warn you of too pow'rful Smells, 7 il 
Which, ſometimes Health, or kindly Heat expels. 775 
Nor, from your tender Legs to pluck with Care AL 
The caſual Growth of all unſeemly Hair. | 
Tho' not to Nymphs of (23) Caucaſus J ſing, To 
Nor ſuch who taſte remote the My/ar (24) Spring; To 
Yet, let me warn you, that, thro' no Neglect, As 


Vou let your 'Teeth diſcloſe the leaſt Deſect. 5 4 
You know the Uſe of I bite to make you fair, l 
And how, with Reg, loſt Colour to repair; n. 
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Imperfect Eye-brows you by Art can mend, 

And Skin, when wanting, o'er a Scar extend. 

Nor need the fair One be aſham'd, who tries, 


| By Art, to add new Luſtre to her Eyes. 


A little Book (25) Pve made, but with great Care, 
How to preſerve the Face, and how repair. 
In that, the Nymphs, by Time or Chance annoy'd, . 
May ſee, what Pains to pleaſe em I've employ'd. 
But, ſtill beware, that from your Lover's Eye 
You keep conceal'd the Med'cines you apply : 
Tho' Art aflifts, yet mult that Art be hid, 
Left, whom it would invite, it ſhould forbid. 
Who would not take Offence, to ſee a Face 
All daub'd, and dripping with the melted Greaſe ? 


And tho' your Unguents bear th'Athenian Name, 
The Wool's unſav'ry Scent is ſtill the ſame. 
Marrow of Stags, nor your Pomatums try, 


Nor clean your furry Teeth, when Men are by; 
For many Things, when done, afford Delight, 
Which yet, while doing, may offend the Sight. 
Even Myro's Statues, (26) which for Art ſurpaſs 
All others, once were but a ſhapeleſs Maſs; ; 
Rude was that Gold which now in Rings is worn, 
As once the Robe you wear was Wool unſhorn. 
Think, how that Stone rough in the Quarry grew, 
Which, now, a perfect Venus ſhews to View. 
While we ſuppoſe you ſleep, repair your Face, 
Lock'd from Obſervers, in ſome ſecret Place. 

Add the laſt Hand, before yourſelves you ſhow ; 
Your need of Art, why ſhould your Lover know ? | 


For many Things, when moſt conceal'd, axe bgſt; 


And few, of ſtrict Enquiry bear the eh.. 
. * 2 7. L 5 4 25 Fe # : 

Thoſe Figures which in P.icatres are ſeen, : 

Gilded without, are common Wood k 


: tho! n Wood within. 
zut no Spectatots are allow'd to pry, | 


Till all 18 fniſt'd, which allures the Eye. 
ret, I muſt own, it oft aTords Delight, 
To haye the fair One comb her Hair ia Sight; 


To view the flowing Honours of her Head 


Fall on her Neck, and o'er her Shoulders ſ pread. 


But let her look, that the with Care avoid 
All fretful Flumours, while ſhe's ſo employ'd; 


Let 


8 ©) 
4+ 9 n. 


122 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſſous. 


Let her not ſtill undo, with peeviſh Haſte, 
All that her Woman does; who does her beſt. 
I hate a Vixon, that her Maid aſſails, 
And ſcratches with her Bodkin, or her Nails; 
While the poor Girl in Blood and Tears muſt mourn, 
And her Heart curſes, what her Hands adorn. 
Let her who has no Hair, or has but ſome, 
Plant Centinels before her Drefſing-Room: 
Or in the Fane of the good Goddeſs dreſs, 
Where all the Male-kind are debarr'd Acceſs. 
"Tis ſaid, that I (but 'tis a Tale devis'd) 
A Lady at her Toilet once ſurpriz'd ; 
Who ſtarting, ſnatch'd in haſte the Tour ſhe wore, 
And in a hurry, plac'd the hinder Part before. 
But on our Foes fall ev'ry ſuch Diſgrace, 
Or barb'rous Beauties of the Parthian Race. 
Ungraceful *tis to ſee without a Horn 
The lofty Hart, whom Branches beſt adorn ; 
A Leafleſs Tree, or an unverdant Mead ; 
And as ungraceful is a hairleſs Head. 
But think not, theſe Inſtructions are deſign'd 
For firſt-rate Beauties of the finiſh'd Kind : 
Not to a Semele, or (27) Leda bright, 
Nor an (28) Europa, theſe my Rules I write; 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whoſe Charms 
Stirr'd up Atrides, and all Greece, to Arms: 
Thee to regain, well was that War begun, 
And Paris well defended what he won; | 
What Lover, or what Huſband, would not fight 
In ſuch a Cauſe, where both are in the Right? 
The Croud I teach, ſome homely, and ſome fair; 


But of the former Sort, the larger Share. 


The handſome leaſt require the Help of Art, 
Rich in themſelves, and pleas'd with Nature's Part. 
When calm the Sea, at eaſe the Pilot lies, 
But all his Skill exerts when Storms ariſe. 

Faults in your Perſon, or your Face, correct; 
And few are ſeen that have not ſome Defect. 
The Nymph too ſhort, her Seat ſhould ſeldom quit, 
Leſt, when ſhe ſtands, ſhe may be thought to fit; 
And when extended on her Couch ſhe lies, 
Let Length of Petticoats conceal her Size. 
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The Lean, of thick-wrought Stuff her Cloaths ſhould chuſe, 
And-fuller made, than what the Plumper uſe. 


If pale, let her the Crimſon Juice apply; 

If twarthy, to the (29) Pharian Varniſh fly. 

A Leg too lank, tight Garters ſtill muſt wear; 
Nor ſhould an ill-ſhap'd Foot be ever bare. 


| Round Shoulders, (30) bolſter'd, will appear the leaſt; 


And lacing ſtrait, confines too full a Breaſt. 

Whoſe Fingers are too fat, and Nails too coarſe, 
Should always ſhun much Geſture in Diſcourſe. 
And you, whoſe Breath is touch'd, this Caution take, 
Nor faſting, nor too near another ſpeak. | 
Let not the Nymph with Laughter much abound, 
Whoſe Teeth are black, uneven or unſound. 

You hardly think how much on this depends, 

And how a Laugh, or ſpoils a Face, or mends. 
Gape not too wide, leſt you diſcloſe your Gums, 
And loſe the Dimple which the Cheek becomes. 
Nor let your Sides too ſtrong Concuſſions ſhake, 

Leſt you the Softneſs of the Sex forſake. 

In ſome, Diſtortions quite the Face diſguiſe; 


Another laughs, that you would think ſhe cries. 


In one, too hoarſe a Voice we hear betray'd, 
Another is as harſh as if ſhe bray'd. | 

What cannot Art attain! Many, with eaſe, 
Have learn'd to weep, both when and how they pleaſe. 
Others, thro' AﬀeQation, liſp, and find, 
In Imperfection, Charms to catch Mankind, 
Neglect no Means which may promote your Ends; 
Now learn what way of Walking recommends, 
Too maſculine a Motion ſhocks the Sight; 


But Female Grace allures with ſtrange Delight. 


One has an artful Swing and Jut behind, 

Which helps her Coats to catch the ſwelling Wind; 
Swell'd with the wanton Wind, they looſely flow, 
And ev'ry Step and graceful Motion ſhow. 8 
Another, like an (31) Umbrian's ſturdy Spouſe, 
Strides all the Space her Petticoat allows. | 


Between Extremes, in this, a mean adjuſt, 


Nor ſhew too nice a Gait, nor too robuſt, | 
If ſnowy white your Neck, you {ill ſhould wear 
That, and the Shoulder of the left Arm, bare. 
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Such Sights ne'er fail to fire my am'rous Heart, 
And make me pant to kiſs the naked Part. 

(32) Sirens, tho' Monſters of the ſtormy Main, 
Can Ships when under Sail, with Songs, detain : 
Scarce could Uly/es by his Friends be bound, 
When firſt he liſten'd to the charming Sound. 
Singing inſinuates: Learn, all ye Maids; 

Oft, when a Face forbids, a Voice perſuades. 
Whether on Theatres loud Strains we hear, 

Or in Ruelle ſome ſoft Egyption Air. 

Well ſhall ſhe fing, of whom I make my Choice, 
And with her Lute accompany her Voice. 

The Rocks were ſtirr'd the Beaſts to liſten-ſtaid, 
When on his Lyre melodious (33) Or phtus play'd ; 


Ev'n Cerberus and Hell that Sound obey'd. 


And Stones officious were, thy Walls to raiſe, 
O Thebes, attracted by (34) 4njhion's Lays. 
The Dolphin, dumb "felt thy Voice admir'd, 
And was, (35) Aricn, by thy Songs inſpir'd. 

Of ſweet (35) Callimachus the Works rehearſe, 
And read (37) Philetas and (38) Anacreon's Verſe. 
Terentian Plays may much the Mind improve; 
But ſofteſt (30) Sapho beſt inſtructs to Love. 
Propertius, Gallus, and (40) Tibillus read, 

And let (41) Varroniam Verſe to theſe ſucceed. 
Then mighty Maro's Work with Care peruſe; 


Of all the Latian Bards the novlelt Muſe. 


Even J, 'tis poſlible, in After-Days, 

May ſcape Oblivion, and be nam'd with theſe. 
My labour'd Lines, ſome Readers may approve, 
Since I've inſtructed either Sex in Love. 
Whatever Book you read of this ſoft Art, 

Read with a Lover's Voice, and Lover's Heart. 

Tender Epiſtles too, by me are fram'd, 

A work before unthought of, and unnam'd. 
Such was your ſacred Will, O taneful Nine! 
Such thine, Apollo, and Lyzvs, thine ! 

Still unaccompliſh'd may the Maid be thought, 
Who gracefully to Dance was never taught: 
That active Dancing may to Love engage, 
Witneſs the well-kept Dancers of the Stage. 
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n "7 
* 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 125 
Of ſome odd Trifles I'm aſham'd to tell, 
Tho” it becomes the Sex to trifle well; 
'To raffle prettily, or ſlur a Dye, 
Implies both Cunning and Dexterity. 
Nor is't amiſs at Cheſs to be expert, 
For Games moſt thoughtful, ſometimes, moſt divert. 
Learn ev'ry Game, you'll find it prove of Ule; 
Parties begun at Play, may Love produce, 
But eaſier tis to learn how Bets to lay, | | 
Than how to keep your Temper while you play. 
Unguarded then, each Breaſt is open laid, : 
And while the Head's intent, the Heart's betray'd. 
Then, baſe Deſire of Gain, then, Rage appears, 
Quarrels and Brawls ariſe, and anxious Fears; 
Then, Clamours and Revilings reach the Sky, 
While loſing Gameſters all the Gods defy. 
Then horrid Oaths are utter'd ev'ry Caſt; 
They grieve, and curſe, and ſtorm, nay weep at laſt. 
Good owe avert ſuch ſhameful Faults as theſe, 
From ev'ry Nymph whoſe Heart's inclin'd to pleaſe, - 
Soft Recreations fit the Female-kind , 
Nature, for Men has rougher Sports defign'd : 
To weild the Sword, and hurl the pointed Spear 
To ſtop, or turn the. Steed, in full Career. | 
'Th# martial Fields ill ſaits your tender Frames, 
Nor may you ſwim in Tiber's rapid Streams; 
Yet when Sol's burning Wheels from Leo drive, 
And at the glowing (42) Virgin's Sign arrive, 
"Tis both allow'd, and fit you ſhould repair 
To pleaſant Walks, and breathe refreſhing Air. 
To Pompey's (43) Gardens, or the ſhady Groves 
Which Cz/ar honours, and which Phetus loves: 
(44) Phæbus, who ſank the proud Ægyptian Fleet, 
And made Augufius' Victory compleat. 
Or ſeek thoſe Shades, where Monuments of Fame 
Are rais'd, to Livia's and (45) Ofavia's Name; 
Or, where (46) Agrippa firſt adorn'd the Ground, 
When he with Naval Victory was crown'd. 


— 


TO s (47) Fane, to Theatres reſort; 


And in the Circus ſee the noble Sport. 
In ev'ry public Place, by turns, be ſhown; 
In vain you're Fair, while you remain unknown. 
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Should you, in ſinging, (48) Thamyras tranſcend ; 
Your Voice unheard, who could your Skill commend ? - 
Had not (49) Apelles drawn the Sea-born Queen, 
Her Beauties, ſtill, beneath the Waves had been. 
Poets inſpir'd, write only for a Name, 
And think their Labours well repay'd with Fame. 
In former Days, I own, the Poets were 
Of Gods and Kings the moſt peculiar Care ; 
Majeſtic Awe was in the Name allow'd, 
And, they, with rich Poſſeſſions were endow'd. 
Ennius (50) with Honours was by Scipio grac d, 
And, next his own, the Poet's Statute plac'd. 
But now their Ivy Crowns bear no Eſteem, 
And all their Learning's thought an idle Dream. 
Still, there's a Pleaſure, that proceeds from Praiſe : 
What could the high Renown of Homer raiſe, 
But that he ſung his Iliad's deathleſs Lays? 
Who could have been of (51) Danuae's Charms aſſur'd, 
Had ſhe grown old, within her Tow'r immur'd ? 
This, as a Rule, let ev'ry Nymph purſue ; 
That 'tis her Int'reſt oft to come in View. 
A hungry Wolf at all the Herd will run, 
In hopes, thro' many, to make ſure of one. 
So, let the Fair the gazing Croud aſſail, 5 
That over one, at leaſt, ſhe may prevail. 
In ev'ry Place to pleaſe, be all her Thought; 
Where, ſometimes, leaſt we think, the Fiſh is caught. 
Sometimes, all Day, we hunt the tedious Foil, 
Anon, che Stag himſelf ſhall ſeek the Toil. 
How cou'd Andromeda once doubt Relief, 
Whoſe Charms were heighten'd and adorn'd by Grief? 
The widow'd Fair, who ſees her Lord expire, | 
While yet ſhe weeps, may kindle new Deſire, | 
And Hymcn's Torch re-light with Fun'ral Fire. 5 
Beware of Men who are too ſprucely dreſs d; 
And look, you fly with Speed a Fop profeſs d. 
Such Tools, to you, and to a thouſand more, 
Will tell the ſame dull Story o'er and o'er. 
IT his way and that, unſteadily they rove, 
And never fix'd, are Fugitives in Love. | 
Such flutt'ring things all Women ſure ſhould hate, 
Light, as themſelves, and more effeminate. 


Believe 
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Believe me; all I ſay is for your Good; | 


Had (52) Priam been believ'd, Troy ſtill had ſtood, 
Many, with baſe Deſigns, will Paſhon feign, 


Who know no Love, but ſordid Love of Gain. 
ut let not powder'd Heads, nor eiſfenc'd Hair, 


Your well-believing, eaſy Hearts enſnare. 

Rich Cloaths are oft by common Sharpers worn, 
And Dimond Rings fel'onious Hands adorn. 

So, may your Lover burn with fierce Deſire 
Your Jewels to enjoy, and beſt Attire. 

Poor Che robb'd, runs crying thro' the Streets; 
And as ſhe runs, Give me my own, repeats. 

How often (53) Venus, has thou heard ſuch Cries, 
And laugh'd amidſt thy Appian Votaries ? 
Some ſo notorious are, their very Name 
Muſt ev'ry Nymph whom they frequent, defame. 
Be warn'd by IIls, which others have deſtroy'd, 
And faithleſs Men with conſtant Care avoid, 
Truſt not a Theſeus, fair Athenian Maid, 
Who has ſo oft th' atteſting Gods betray d. 


And thou, Demophoon, Heir to Theſeus' Crimes, 


Haſt loſt thy Credit to all future Times. 

Promiſe for Promiſe, equally afford, | 
But once a Contract made, keep well your Word. 
For, ſhe for any Act of Hell is fit, x 
And, undiſmay'd, may Sacrilege commit; 


_ With impious Hands cou'd quench the veſtal Fire, 


Poiſon her Huſbaud, in her Arms, for Hire, 


Who, firſt, to take a Lover's Gift complies, 


And then defrauds him, and his Claim denies. 
But hold, my Muſe, check thy unruly Horſe, 


And more in Sight purſue th* intended Courſe, 


If Love Epililes, tender Lines im part, 
And B:llet-doux are ſent, to ſound your Heart, 


Let all ſuch Letters, by a faithful Maid, 


Or Confident, be ſecretly convey'd : 5 
Soon from the Words, you'll judge, if read with Care, 
When feign'd a Paſſion is, and when ſincere. 

Ere in Return you write, ſome Time require; 


Delays, if not too long, increaſe Deſir̃e: 
Nor let the preſſing Youth with Eaſe obtain, 
Nor yet refuſe him with too rude Diſdain, 


F 4 Now 


? 


128 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


Now, let his Hopes, now let his Fears increaſe, 
But by degrees, let Fear to Hope give place. 
Be ſure avoid ſet Phraſes, when you write, 
The uſual way of Speech is more polite. 
How have I ſeen the puzzled Lover vex'd, 
'To read a Letter with hard Words perplex'd ! 
A Stile too courſe, takes from a handſome Face, 
And makes us wiſh an ugher in its Place. 
But fince (tho' Chaſtity be not your Care) 
You from your Huſband ſtill would hide th* Affair, 
Write to no Stranger, till his Truth be try'd ; 
Nor in a fooliſh Meſſenger confide. 
What Agonies that Woman undergoes, 
Whoſe Hand the Traitor threatens to expoſe; 
Who raſhly truſting, dreads to be deceiv'd, 
» And lives for ever to that Dread enſlav'd ! 
Such Treachery can never be ſurpaſs d, 
For thoſe Diſcov'ries, ſure as Lightning, blaſt, 
Might I adviſe, Fraud ſhou'd with Fraud be paid ; 
Let Arms repel all who with Arms invade. 
Hut fince your Letters may be brought to Light, 
What if in ſev'ral Hands you learn'd to write ? 
My Curſe on him who firſt the Sex betray'd, 
And this Advice ſo neceſſary made. 
Nor let your Pocket-Book two Hands contain, 
Firft, rub your Lover's out, then write again, 
Still one Contrivance more remains behind, 
Which you may uſe as a convenient Blind; 
As if to Women writ, your Letters frame, | 
And let your F. iend to you ſubſcribe a Female Name. 
- Now, greater Things to tell, my Muſe prepare, 
And clap on all the Sail the Barque can bear. 
Let no rude Paſſions in your Looks find place; 
For Fury will deform the fineſt Face: | 
It ſwells the Lips, and blackens all the Veins, 
While in the Eye a Gorgon Horror reigns. 
When on her Flute divine (54) Minerva play d, 
And in a Fountain ſaw the Change it made, 
Swelling her Cheek; She flung it quick aſide; 
Nor is thy Music ſo much worth, the cryd. 1 
Look in your Glaſs, when you with Anger glow, <- 
And you'll confeſs, you ſcarce yourſelves can know. .)) 
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Nor with exceflive Pride inſult the Sight, CES Ov 
For gentle Looks, alone, to Love invite. 

Believe it as a Truth that's daily try'd, 
There's nothing more deteſtable than Pride. 
How have I ſeen ſome Airs Diſguſt create, 
s Like things which by Aztipathy we hate l 
| Let Looks with Looks, and Smiles with Smiles be paid, 
And when your Lover bows, incline- your Head, 

So, Love preluding, plays at firſt with Hearts, 

And after wounds with deeper ptercing Darts. 
Nor me a melancholy Miſtreſs charms; 

Let ſad (55) 7 coma weep in Aan Arms. 

Let mourning Beauties, ſullen Heroes move; 

We chearful Men, like Gatety in Love. 

Let Heckor in Andromache delight, 

Who, in bewailing Trey, waſtes all the Night. 

Had they not both borne Children (to be plain) 

I ne'er cou'd think they'd with their Huſbands lain. 
I no Idea in my Mind can frame, 

That either one or t'other doleful Dame, 1 85 
Cou'd toy, cou'd fondle, or cou'd call their Lords 
My Life; my Soul; or ſpeak endearing Words. 
Why, from Compariſons ſhou'd I refrain, 

Or, fear ſmall Things by greater to explain ? 
Obſerve what Conduct prudent Gen'rals uſe, 
And how their ſev'ral Officers they chuſe; 
To one, a Charge of Infantry commit, 
Another, for the Horſe, is thought more fit. 
So you your ſev'ral Lovers ſhould ſelect, 
And, as you find 'em quality'd, direct. 
The wealthy Lover ſtore of Gold ſhould ſend ; 
The Lawyers ſhould, in Courts, your Cauſe defend. 
We, who write Verſe, with Verſe alone ſhould bribe ; 
Moſt apt to Love is all the tuneful Tribe. oy 
By us, your Fame ſhall thro' the World be blaz d; 

So (56) Nemeſis, fo Cynthia's Name was rais'd. 
From Eaſt to Welt, Lycoris' Praiſes ring: 
Nor are Corinna's ſilent, whom we ſing. 
No Fraud the Poet's ſacred Breaſt can bear; 
Mild are his Manners, and his Heart ſincere: 
Nor Wealth he ſeeks, nor feels Ambition's Fire“ 
Fut ſhuns the Bar; and Books and Shades requires. 
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Too faithfully, alas! we know to Love, 
With Eaſe we fix, but we with Pain remove; 
Our ſofter Studies with our Souls combine, 
And, both, to Tenderneſs our Hearts incline. 
He gentle, Virgins, to the Poet's Pray'r, _ 
The God that fills him, and the Mute, revere; 
Something Divine is in us, and from Heav'n 
Th' inſpiring Spirit can alone be giv'n. 
Tis Sin, a Price from Poets to exact; 
But 'tis a Sin no Woman fears to act. | 
Yet hide, howe'er, your Avarice from Sight, 
Left you too ſoon your new Admirer fright. 
As ſkilful Riders rein, with Gift” rent force, 
A new-back'd Courſer, and a well-train'd Horſe ; 
Do you, by Diff'rent Management, engage 
The Man in Years, and Youth of greener Age. 
'T his, while the Wiles of Love are yet unknown, 
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone: 
With kind Careſſes oft indulge the Boy, 
And all the Harveſt of his Heat enjoy. 
Alone, thus bleſs'd, of Rivals: moit beware; 
Nor Lowe, nor Empire, can a Rival bear. 
Men more diſcreetly love, when more mature, 
And many things, which Youth diſdains, endure; 
No Windows break nor Houſes ſet on Fire, 
Nor tear their own, or Miſtreſſes Attire. 
In Youth, the boiling Blood gives Fury vent, 
But, Men in Years, more calmly Wrongs reſent. 
As Wood when green, or as a Torch when wet, 
They flowly burn, but long retain their Heat. 
More bright is youthful Flame, but ſooner dies ; 
J hen, ſwittly ſeize the Joy that ſwiftly flies. 
Thus all betraying to the beauteous Foe, 
How, ſurely to enſlave ourſelves, we ſhow. 
Totruft a Traitor, you'll no Scruple make, 
Who is a Traitor only for your ſake. - - 
Who yields too ſoon, will ſoon her Lover loſe ; 
Wou'd you retain him long, then long refuſe. 


Oft, at your Door, make him for Entrance wait, 


here let him lie, and threaten and entreat. 
\he 
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None but her Keeper, I am ſure, denies. 
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Hence ſprings the Coldneſs of a marry'd Life, 


The Huſband, when he pleaſes, has his Wife. 

Bar but your Gate, and let your Porter cry 

Here's no Admittance, Sir; I muſt deny: 

The very Huſband, ſo repuls'd, will find 

A growing Inclination to be kind. | 
Thus far, with Foils you've fought; thoſe laid afide, 


I. now, ſharp Weapons for the Sex provide; 


Nor doubt, againſt myſelf, to ſee em try'd. 

When, firſt, a Lover you deſign to charm . 

Beware, leſt Jealouſies his Soul allarm; 

Make him believe, with all the Skill you can, 

That he, and only he's the happy Man. 

Anon, by due degrees, ſmall Doubts create, 

And let him fear ſome Rival's better Fate. 

Such little Arts make Love its Vigour hold, 

Which elſe wou'd languiſh, and too ſoon grow old. 

Then ſtrains the Courtet to out-ſtrip the Wind, | 
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind. 
Love, when extinct, Suſpicions may revive ; 

I own, when mine's ſecure, tis ſcarce alive. 

Yet, one Precaution to this Rule belongs; 

Let us at moſt ſuſpect, not prove our Wrongs, 
Sometimes, your Lover to incite the more, 

Pretend, your Huſband's Spies beſet the Door : 

Tho' free as (57) Thais, fill affect a Fright; 9 
For, ſeeming Danger heightens the Delight. oY 
Oft let the Youth in it:r0' your Window ſteal, | = 


Tho' he might enter ac the Door as well; 


And, ſometimes, let „our Maid Surprize pretend, 
And beg you in ſoine Hole to hide your Friend. 
Yet, ever an anon, diſpel his Fear, 

And let him taſte of Happineſs ſincere; a 
Leſt, quite diſhearte::''a with too much Fatigue, 


He ſhou'd grow weary of the dull Intrigue. 


But J forget to teli, how you may t 
Both to evade the Huſband, and the Spy. 

That Wives ſhou'd of their Huſbands ſtand in Awe, 
Agrees with Jufice, Modeſty, and Law: 
But, that a MMiſtreis may be lawful Prize, 
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For ſuch fair Nymphs, theſe Precepts are deſign'd, 
Which ne'er can fail, join'd with a willing Mind. 
Tho' ſtuck with (58) Argus Eyes your Keeper were, 
Advis'd by me, you ſhall elude his Care. | 
When you to waſh or bathe retire from Sight, 
Can he obſerve what Letters then you write ? 
Or, can his Caution againſt ſuch provide, | 
Which, in her Breaſt, your Confident may hide? 
Can he the Note beneath her Garter view, | 
Or that, which, more conceal'd, 1s in her Shoe ? 
Yet, theſe perceiv'd, you may her Back undreſs, 
And, writing on her Skin, your Mind expreſs. 
New Milk, or pointed Spires of Flax, when green, 
Will Ink ſupply, and Letters mark unſeen. 
Fair will the Paper ſhow, nor can be read, 
Till all the Writing's with warm Aſhes ſpread. 
Acriſſus was, with all his Care, betray'd ; 
And in his Tow'r of Braſs, a Grandſire made. 
Can Spies avail, when you to Plays reſort, 
Or in the Circus view the noble Sport? 
Or, can you be to ' Fane purſu'd, 
Or bele's, whoſe Rites all Men exclude? 
Tho' watchful Servants to the Bagnio come, 
They're ne'er admitted to the Bathing-room. 
Or, when ſome ſudden Sickneſs you pretend, 
May you not take to your Sick-bed a Friend? 
Falſe Keys a private Paſſage may procure, 
If not, there are more Ways beſides the Door. 
Sometimes, with Wine, your watchful Follow'r treat; 
When drunk, you may with eaſe his Care defeat: 
Or, to prevent too ſudden a Surpriſe, 
Prepare a fleeping Draught, to ſeal his Eyes: 
Or let your Maid, ſtill longer Time to gain, 
An Inclination for his Perſon feign ; 
With faint Reſiſtance let her drill him on, 
And, after competent Delays, be won, | 
But what need all theſe various doubtful Wiles, _ 
Since Gold the greateſt Vigilance beguiles ? 8 
Believe me, Men and Gods with Gifts are pleas'd; 
Ev'n angry 7ove with Off rings is appeas'd. 
With Preſents, Fools and Wiſe alike are caught; 
Give but enough, the Huſband may be bought, 
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But let me warn you, when you bribe a Spy, 
'T hat you for ever his Connivance buy; 
Pay him his Price at once, for with ſuch Men 
You'll know no End of giving now and then. 
Once, I remember, I with Cauſe complain'd, 
Of Jealouſy occaſion'd by a Friend. | | 
Believe me, Apprehenſions of that kind, 
Are not alone to our falſe Sex confin'd. 
Truſt not, too far, your She-Compamion's Truth, 
Left ſhe ſometimes ſhou'd intercept the Youth: 
'The very Confident that lends the Bed, 
May entertain your Lover, in your ſtead. 
Nor keep a Servant with too fair a Face, 
For ſuch I've known ſupply her Lady's Place. 
But, whither do I run with heedleſs Rage, 
Teaching the Foe unequal War to wage ?; 
Did ever Bird the Fowler's Net prepare ? 
Was ever Hound inſtructed by the Hare? 
But all Self-ends and Int'reſt ſet apart, 
Ill faithfully proceed to teach my Art. 
Defenceleſs and unarm'd expole my Life, | 
And for the (59) Lemnian Ladies, whet the Knife, 
Perpetual Fondneſs of your Lover feign, 
Nor will you find it hard, Belief to gain; 
Full of himſelf, he your Deſign will aid: 
To what we wiſh, tis eaſy to periuade, 
With dying Eyes, his Face and Form ſurvey, 
Then, ſigh, and wonder he ſo long cou'd ſtay: 
Now, droop a Tear, your Sorrows to aſſwage, 
Anon, reproach him, and pretend to rage. 
Such Proofs as theſe, will all Diſtruſt remove, 
And make him pity your exceſſive Love. 
- Scarce to himſelf will he forbear to cry, 
How can I let this poor fond Creature die? 
But chiefly, one, ſuch fond Behaviour fires, 
Who courts his Glaſs, and his own Charms admires, 
Proud of the Homage to his Merit done, 
He'll think a Goddeſs might with eaſe be won. 
Light Wrongs, be ſure, you ſtill with Mildneſs bear, 
Nor ſtrait fly out, when you a Rival fear. 
|. Let not your Paſſions o'er your Senſe prevail, 
Nor credit lightly ev'ry idle Tale, 
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Let Procris Fate a ſad Example be 
Of what Effects attend Credulity. 

Near, where his purple Head Hymettus ſhows 
And flow'ring Hills, a ſacred Fountain flows ; 
With ſoft and verdant Turf the Soil is ſpread, f 
And ſweetly- ſmelling Shrubs the Ground o'erſhade. 
There, Roſemary and Bays their Odours join, 
And with the fragrant Myrtle's Scent combine. 
There, Tamariſks with thick-leav'd Box are found, 
And Cytiflus, and Garden Pines, abound. 
While thro' the Boughs, ſoft Winds of Zephyr paſs, 
Tremble the Leaves, and tender Tops of Graſs. 
Hither, wou'd Cæphalus retreat to reſt, 
When tir'd with Hunting, or with Heat oppreſt: 
And, thus, to Air, the panting Youth wou'd pray, 
Come, gentle Aura, come this Heat allay. 
But ſome Tale-bearing too officious Friend, 
By chance, o'er-heard him as he thus complain'd ; 
Who, with the News to Procris quick repair'd, 
Repeating Word for Word what ſhe had heard. 
Soon as the Name of Aura reach'd her Ears, 
With Jealouſy ſurpriz d, and fainting Fears, 
Her roſy Colour fled her lovely Face, 
And Agonies, like Death, ſupply'd the Place; 
Pale ſhe appear'd as are the falling Leaves, 
When frſt the Vine the Winter's Blaſt receives. 
Of ripen'd Quinces, ſuch the yellow Hue, 

Or, when umipe, we Cornel- berries view. 

Reviving from her Swoon, her Robes ſhe tore, 

Nor her own faultleſs Face to wound, forbore. 
Now, all diſhevell'd, to the Wood ſhe flies, 
With (60) Bacchanalian Fury in her Eyes. | 
Thither arriv'd, ſhe leaves, below, her Friends; 
And all alone, the ſhady Hill aſcends. | 
What Folly, Procris, o'er thy Mind prevail'd ? 
What Rage, thus, fatally, to lie conceal'd ? 
Whoe'er this Aura be (ſuch was thy Thought) 
She now, ſhall in the very Fact be caught. 
Anon, thy Heart repents its raſh Deſigns, 
And now to go, and now to ſtay inclines : 
Thus, Love, with Doubts perplexes ſtill thy Mind, 
And makes thee ſegk, what thou mult dread to find. 
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But ſtill thy Rival's Name rings in thy Ears, 
And more ſuſpicious ſtill the Place appears: 

But more than all, exceſſive Love deceives, 
Which, all it fears, too eaſily believes. 

And now, a Chillneſs run thro' ev'ry Vein, 
Soon as ſhe ſaw where Cephalus had lain. | 
"Twas Noon, when he again retir'd, to ſhun 
The ſcorching Ardour of the Mid-day Sun; 

With Water, firſt, he ſprinkled o'er his Face, 

Which glow'd with Heat ; then ſought his uſual Place, 
Procris, with anxious but with filent Care, | 

View'd him extended, with his Boſom bare; 

And heard him, ſoon, th' accuitom'd Words repeat, 
Come Zephyr, Aura come, allay this Heat: 

Soon as ſhe found her Error, from the Word, 

Her Colour and her Temper were reſtor'd. 

With Joy ſhe roſe, to claſp him in her Arms: 

But, Cephalus, the ruſtling Noiſe alarms ; 

Some Beaſt, he thinks, he in the Buſhes hears, 

And ftrait, his Arrows and his Bow prepares. 
Hold! hold! unhappy Youth ! I call in vain, 

With thy own Hand thou haſt thy Procris ſlain, 

Me, me, (ſhe cries) thou'ſ? wounded with thy Dart! 

But Cephalus was wont to wound this Heart. 

| Yet, lighter on my Abbes, Earth auill lie, | 
Since, tho" untimely, I unrival'd die: | 

Come, cloſe with thy dear Hand my Eyes in Death, 

Fealous of Air, to Air 1 yield my 3 

Cloſe to his heavy Heart, her Cheek he laid, 

And waſh'd, with ſtreaming Tears, the Wound he made; 
At length, the Springs of Life their Currents leave, 

And her laſt Gaſp, her Huſband's Lips receive. 

Now, to purſue our Voyage we muſt provide, 
Till, ſafe to Port our weary Barque we guide. 

You may expect, perhaps, I now ſhou'd teach 
What Rules, to Treats and Entertainments reach. 
Come not the firſt, invited to a Feaſt ; 1 
Rather, come laſt, as a more grateful Gueſt. 

For, that, of which we fear to be depriv'd, 
Meets with the ſureſt Welcome, when arriv'd. 
Beſides, Complexions of a courſer kind, 


From Candle-light, no ſmall Advantage find. 


Dyring 
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During the Time you eat, obſerve ſome Grace, 
Nor let your unwip'd Hands beſmear your Face; 
Nor, yet, too ſqueamiſhly your Meat avoid, 
Left we ſuſpect you were in private cloy'd. 
Of all Extremes in either kind beware, 
And ſtill, before your Belly's full, forbear. 
No Glutton Nymph, however fair, can wound, 
Tho' more than Helen ſhe in Charms abound. 
I own, I think, of Wine the mod'rate uſe, 
More ſuits the Sex, and ſooner finds Excuſe ; 
It warms the Blood, adds Luſtre to the Eyes, 
And Wine and Love have always been Allies. 
But, carefully from all Intemp'rance keep, 
Nor drink *till you fee double, lifp, or ſleep. 
For in ſuch Sleeps, Brutalities are done, 
Which, tho' you loath, you have no Power to ſhun. 
And now th” inſtructed Nymph from Table led, 
Shou'd next be taught, how to behave in Bed. 
But Modeſty forbids: Nor more, my Muſe, 
With weary Wings, the labour'd Flight purſues ; 
Her purple (61) Swans unyoak'd, the Chariot leave, 
And needful Reſt (their Journey done) receive. 
Thus, with impartial Care, my Art I ſhow, 
And equal Arms, on either Sex beſtow : 
While Men and Maids, who by my Rules improve, 
Ovid, muſt own, their Maſter is in Love. 


S Y Y . D t 
NOTES upon the foregoing TRANSLATION. 


I Gamemnon and Menelaus, tavo Brothers, marry'd 
tavo Siflers, Clytemneſtra and Helena, both of en 
treferr d Gallants to their Huſbands Beds. | 
2 Eriphyle, Daughter of Talaon, King of Argos, for 
the Sake of a Golden Chain, perſuaded her Huſband Amphi- 


araus 70 go to the Theban War, in which foe knew he muſt 


be //ain. 2 8 

3 Penelope, Daughter of Icarus and Polycaſta, was 
married to UlyiTes, and much celebrated by the Ancients fer 
her invincible Chaſlity, | 
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4 When Laodamia heard her Huſband Proteſilaus wwas 
kill'd in the Trojan War, fbe paſſionately defered to fee his 

Gheft, which being granted her by the Gods, ſhe embraced it 
o cloſely that fhe periſb d in the Embrace. 

1 5 She offir'd to die to lengthen her Hyhand Admetus's 
ife. —- | | | 
6 Evande the Daughter vf Iphias marry'd Capaneus, 
ah ſignalix d himſelf in th: Theban Var. 25 
7 Virtue was repreſented at Rome in a Woman's Habit, 
and had a Temple and Altars dedicated to her. 1 
8 Jaſon, the Son of ZEſon, marry'd Medea the Ring of 
 Colchos's Daughter, who had afſified him in carrying off 
the Golden Fleece, but afterwards forſook her, and marry'd 
Creuſa Daughter to the King of Cornith. 

* 9 Ariadne, the Daughter of Minos King of Crete, be- 
ing in Love with Theſeus, conducted him out of the Laby- 
rinth, by the Means of a Clew of Thread. She fled from 
Crete with Theſeus, who l:ft her on a barren Shore, and 
ſhe was afterwards marry'd to Bacchus. 

10 Phyllis, Daughter of Lycurgus King of Thrace, 


 defpairing of the Return of Demophoon, Son of Theſeus, 


to whom foe had granted her laſt Favours, was transform d 
into an Almond-Tree as ſhe was going to hang herſelf. 
11 Æneas and Dido. The pious Hero excus'd his Falſ- 
hood by the Injunction of the Gods. | 
12 The Poet Steſichorus wrote a bitter Satire againſt 
Helen, for which her Brothers Caſtor and Pollux pluck'd 
out his Eyes; but having recanted ſome time after in his 


Palinodia, a Poem guite contrary to the former, he was 


reſtored to his Sight. | 
13 Endymion, with whom the Moon fell in Love, and 
deſcended to converſe with him on Mount Latmos in Carla. 
14 Aurora being in Love with Cephalus, who had mar- 
yd Procris the King of Athens his Daughter, found him ſo 
inwiucibly conſtant to his Wife, that tis ſaid, ſhe was fore d 
to raviſh him, The Reader will meet with a fuller Account 
of him at the End of this Book. 3 
15 Adonis the Son of Cynaras, King of Cyprus, was 
Jain by a Boar as he was a hunting, to the unexpreſſible 


Grief of the Gadieſs Venus. | 


16 Harmonia, or Hermione, was the Daughter of 
Venus by the God Mars, as was the Dardan Prince Eneas 


ber Son by Anchiſes. | 17 Still 
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17 Still Women loſe, you cry, Qc. 


Et tamen ulla viro mulier non expedit, inquit. 
Quid, niſi quam ſumis, dic mihi perdis aquam ? 


Theſe Verſes are not barely tranſlated to the literal Senſe 
which is conceiv'd to be in em; but poarnphras'd according to 
the Interpretation of Heinſius, auh ſeerrs tray to. underſtand 
the Text, tho differiig in his Conjecture from Scaliger and 
other Commentators, If any Reader is curious enough to con- 
falt the. Commentary of Heinfius on this Place, he avill find 
by other Inflances cited from Ovid, that aquam ſumere was 
a Phraſe appropriated to a particular Time and Cuſtom among 
Women. his had not been inſiſied on here, had it not been 
the only Paſſage in this Book which all other Commentators 
but Heinfius have render'd unintelligible; for otheraviſe the 
Verſes are not very conſideralle: And the moſt which Ovid 
feys in this Place, is no more than if ſpeaking of eating he 
bad ſaid, Why ſhould any one ſcruple to uſe their Hands, 
when it can coft 'em nothing but a little Water to waſh 
'em afterwards, which is not worth ſaving? 


18 Andromache, the Wife of Hector, is always repre- 


ſented as a plain fort of Woman. 

19 The Capitol was a Hill in Rome, ſo called from a 
Man's Head, which aas found there as the Romans were 
argging the Foundation of the Temple of Jupiter. 

20 Iole, Daughter of Eurytus, King of QEchalia, and 
Wife to Hercules. He took her from her Father by Force, 


becauſe the King would not conſent to it auben he return d 


from ÆEtolia, where he had marry'd Deianira. 


21 Hippodamia the Daughter of Briſes, from thence 


call'd Briſeis, fell by Lot to Achilles at the Sack of Lyr- 
neſſus. | 5 


22 Andromeda, the Daughter of Cepheus King of 
Ethiopia, was for her Mother's Pride expoſed to be devoured® 


by an horrible Sea-Monfter, but being reſcued by Perſeus, /he 
Was afterward marry'd to him. | 

23 Caucaſus is a Mountain which flretches itſelf from 
the Eaſt- Indies to Mount Taurus, but goes by ſeveral Names, 
according as it is inhabited by ſeveral Nations. 


24 Myſia is a Country in Aſia Minor bordering upon 

Troas, remarkable for nothing more than the Warthleſneſs 

S its Inhabitants. Ovid ſaith be is addreſſing himſelf - 
Tr t 
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ihe polite Roman Ladies, and not to the wild Inhabitants 
#7 Caucaſus and Myſia. | 


25 He meons his Book de Medicamine Faciei, of which 
We have ſome Fragments remaining. 


26 There were two famous Statuaries of this Name, one 


F a Lycian, and the other of Eluthera. 
9 27 Semele, the Daughter of Cadmus, and Mother of 
7 Bacchus by Jupiter, having the Curio/ity to enjoy the God 
a in his celeſtial Majeſiy, aas burnt by Lightning, Leda 
. Was the Daughter of Theſtius, and the Wife of Tyndarus 
4 King of Ebalia: Jupiter in the Shape of a Saban enjoy d 
3 er as ſhe was bathing in the River Eurotus. | 
2 28 Europa, the Daughter of Agenor King of Phœnicia, 
1 _ ovas raanſb d by Jupiter in the Shape of a Bull. 
. 29 Pharos was a little land at the Mouth of the Nile, 
De abounding with Crocodiles, the Entrails of which were ex- 
id cellent to take off Freckles, or Spots in the Face, and w/iten 
he the Shin. . | | 
Is, | 30 Analectides, /ittle Bolſters of Flocks. The ſame In- 
ſh vention is us'd in our Days, both fir this Defe# in Women, 
and in caly'd Stockings for the Men. And tis ſatisfactory 
e- to the Curious to know the Faſhion is 1800 Years old. 
31 The Umbrians inhabited a Country joining to the Ap- 
2 a penine Hills, awuhich run from Savona, on the Cæaſt of Genoa, 
e to the Sicilian Streights. This Nation were reckon'd as ruftic 
in their Manners, as ſtrong in Bodies, and flout of Heart, 
and The Poet gives us, in an Umbrian Woman, a juſt Idea of 
8 a Modern Praſamt's Wife. „ 
11 32 The Syrens were three in Number, Parthenope, Leu- 
| coſia and Ligia, half Women and half Fiſh. One made 
"ence uſe of her Voice, the ſecond of her Lyre, and the third of her 
Ly r- Flute. Their Haunt was on the Coaſt of Sicily, where they 
. char d Voyagers, but Ulyſſes eſcap'd tbem. 5 
oF. 233 Orpheus was /o ſkilful in playing on the Lyre, that 
ure 


Ptis ſaid he drew after him Trees and wild Beaſts, and 


charmed Hell with his Mufic, whither he went to recover 
his Wife Eurydice. | . FS 
34 Amphion, the Sone Jupiter and Antiope, is ſaid 


ames, to hade built the Walls of Thebes by the Sound of his Lyre, 

35 Arion was a Muſician of Leſbos. Having got a 

upon great deal of Money in his Travels, the Sailors robb'd him 

Heres and threw him over-board as he was returning home by Sea; 
e | 


but 


aan 
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tut a Dolphin, charm'd with his Muſic, convey 'd him on his 
Back ſafe to Peloponeſus, «vhere he procured Periander #9 
gut the Sailors to Death. 

36 Callimachus, zhe Son of Battus, aus look'd upon 10 
be one of the wittieft and politeſt Men of his Age. 

37 Philetas was a Native of Coos, an Wand in the 
Egean Sea; he was a celebrated Poet, and Writer of Ele- 
gies, and flourijh'd under Philip, and his Son Alexander the 
Great. 

38 Anacreon was a Lyric Peet of Teios; being a 
great Lover of Wine, he choat'd himſelf with a Grape-ſtone 
as he wwas crinking. 

39 Sappho was bern at Mitylene in he I Lesbos: 
She æurit nine Books of Elegies, and ſeveral Epigrams and 
Satires. Her Sentiments were very tender in her Verſes, for 
which Reaſon Ovid recommends em. According to ſome 
Authors, foe flung herjelf into the Sea, becauſe Phaon 
neglected her. | 
40 Theſe three were celebrated Poets of the Auguſtan 
Age. Propertius was A Native of Umbria, and very 
much eftcemed by Mecænas. Gallus commanded under 
Auguſtus in Æg Ss and Tibullus vas no leſs remarkable 
fer his Wit, thas bis Gallantry and Profufion. 

8 Publius Terentius Varro Atacinus, of the Province 

Gallia Narbonenfis, aas in Live with a Lady call d 

eee ahm he celebrated in his Poetry. | 
42 The Poet means the Summer-Seaſon, wvhen the Sur 
pajjes through Cancer, Leo, and Virgo. 

43 Theſe were the moſt noted Gardens in Rome, and in 
the Field of Mars. 

44 Tis ſaid Phoebus de/cended at the Battle of Actium, 
and was preſent on the Romans Side when Auguſtus beat 
| Mark- Antony. 

4.5 Octavia's Feen built near Marcellus's Theatre. 

46 Agrippa marry'd Julia, Auguſius's Daughter by Scri- 
bonia, and his Father-in-Law honour'd him with a Naval 
Crown after he beat Pompey in Sicily. One of the Porticos 
in Rome was built or nam d by Agrippa. 

47 Ovid gives us to underſtand, in his firſt Book of the 
Art of Love, that People frequented the Temple of Ilis, on 
tus pose to carry on their amorcus Intrigucs. 

48 Tha- 
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43 Thamyras, the Son of Philammon, wvas a Poet, and 
one of the greateſt Muftcions of his Time : Having gain d the 
Prize of Singing at the Pythic Games, he met the Muſes in 
his Return homewards, and had the Inſolencè to give them a 
Challenge, femcying he could out-do them in that Art; at 
ab the Daughters of Jupiter avere fo cnrag'd that they 
depricved Him of his Reaſon, or as Diodorus ſays, they took 


from him his Voice, and his Art of playing on the Lute, 


49 Apelles was for his great Skill call'd the Prince of 
Painters; his Maſter-picce was reckon'd the Venus rifing 


out of the Sea, of which Ovid ſpcaks ia this Place. 


50 Ennius vas the firft Roman that wrote dnnals in 
heroic Verſe ; his Subject æuas the Wars of Italy, and par- 
ticularly the ſecond Punic War, æobich he did to compliment 
his Friend and Patron Scipio, in whoſe Tomb he ws bury'd, 


and who placed the Poct's Statue near his own, which ſhews 


how highly he honour'd him. 


51 Danae Daughter of Acriſius, King of Argos; avho 
having conſulted the Oracle, and being told he jfould be 
kill'd by her Son, ſhut her up in a brazen Tower to prevent 
it, But jupiter transforming himſelf into @ golden Shower, 
brib'd her Keepers, and got her with Child; which, being 
born, bas the renown'd Perſeus. Her Father commanded 
Both the Babe and his Mother to be thrown into the Sea ; but 
being fortunately caſt afhare, on one of the Iſlands call'd 
Cyclades, the King of the land marry'd the Mother; and 
Perſeus, when he was grown up, unwittinaly kill d his 
Gramnd-father. 


c2 Priam, King of Troy, and Father of Paris aubo fiole 


Helen, was fer raforing her to the Greeks when they 


demanded her by their Ambaſſadors ; but other Councils pre- 
wailing, the War enſu d, which ended in the Deſtruction of 
Troy, and the Death of Priam, wwhowwas kill'd by Pyrrhus, 
Son of Achilles, after forty Tears Reign. 

53 The Temple of Venus flood in the Appian Way, and 
avas much frequented by the intriguing Roman Ladies, who 
came thithey to meet their Sparks. | 
54 Minerva playing on her Flute by a River Side, and 
eb/erwing in the Water what Grimaces it obliged her to make, 
Jung away the Inſtrument in a Payon, ; 

| 55 Tec⸗ 
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85 Tecmeſſa, the Daughter of Teuthrantes a Phrygiam 

Prince, wwas taken Priſoner by the Grecians, and fell to Ajax 
his Lot, upon the Diviſion of the Spoil. 

56 Theſe are Names the Roman Poets of thoſe Times gave 
their Miſtrefſes in their Verſes. | 

7 Thais wwas a Name given to all forts of Women of a 
leaud Character, who however affeft Diſcretion. 

58 Argus had an hundred Eycs, and kept Io from Jupiter 
Ey Juno's Order, for which Mercury kill'd him by Com- 
mand of his Father Jove; to make him Amends Juno turn'd 
him into a Peacock, and placed his Eyes in his Tail. 

59 The Poct alludes here to thoſe wicked Women who roſe 
againſt the Men, and did not ſpare their own Huſbands. ' 

60 The Prieſteſſes and Prigfts of Bacchus, who celebrated 
the Feſiival of that God, did it with the Noiſe of Shouts, 
Drums, Timbrels, and Cymbals, were crown'd with Foy, 

Vine, &c. and carry'd a Thyrſus or Staff wreath'd with it 
in their Hands; they were frantic and outrageous in their 
Actions during this Ceremony. | | 

61. By this Ovid /hews he's both a Poet and a Lower, 

for the Swans are dedicated to Apollo, and are ſaid to draw 


Venus's Car ſometimes, tho the Doves are ofteneſt uſed upon 
that Occafion, 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 143 
ao PS IS I SAY 


OF 

Fr | | | | 

TELE S I 

3 . | AN 

i s 

; To Sir RICHARD TEM I E. 

3 b IS ſtrange, dear Temple, how it comes to paſs, 

7, That no one Man is pleas'd with what he has 

by So Horace ſings and ſure, as ſtrange is th7s : | 

7 That no one Man's diſpleas'd with what he 7s. 1 

58 The Fooliſh, Ugly, Dull, Impertinent, 1 | 
Are with their Perſons and their Parts content. 

1 Nor is that all; ſo odd a Thing is Man, 

1 Hie moſt would be what leaſt he ſhould or can. | 

n Hence homely Faces ſtill are foremoſt ſeen, 4 
And croſs-ſhap'd Fops affect the niceſt Mien; TE +1 
Cowards extol true Courage to the Skies, | — 2e# 


And Fools are ſtill moſt forward to adviſe; 
Th'untruſted Wretch, to Secrecy pretends} 
Whiſp'ring his Nothing round to All as Friends. 
Dull Rogues affect the Politician's Part; 
And learn to nod, and ſmile, and ſnrug with Art; 
Who nothing has to loſe, the War bewails; 
And he who nothing pays, at Taxes rails. | 
Thus, Man, perverſe, againſt plain Nature ſtriveg, 
And to be artfully abſurd, contrives. 
Plautus will dance, Luſcus at Ogling aims, 
Old Tritus keeps, and undone Probus games. 
Noiſome Curculio, whoſe envenom'd Breath, 
Tho! at a Diſtance utter'd, threatens Death, 
Full in your Teeth his ſtinking Whiſper throws; 
Nor mends his Manners, tho' you hold your Noſe. 
Therſites, who ſeems born to give Offence, 
From uncouth Form, and frontleſs Impudence, 
Aſſumes 


6 
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Aſſumes ſoft Airs, and with a Slur comes in, 
Attempts a Smile, and ſhocks you with a Grin. 
. Raucus harangues with a diſſuaſive Grace, 
And Helluo invites with a forbidding Face. 
Nature, to each allots his proper Sphere, 
But, tnat foriaken, we like Comets err : 
Toſs'd thro' the Void, by ſome rade Shock we're broke, 
And all our boaſted Fire is loſt in Smoke. | 
Next to obtaining Wealth, or Pow'r, or Eaſe, 
Men moſt affect, in general to pleaſe; 
Of this Affection, Vanity's the Source, 
And Vanity alone obſtructs its Courſe ; 
That Teleſcope of Fools, thro' which they {py 
Merit remote, and thi»k the Object nigh. 
The Glaſs remov'd, would each himſelf ſurvey, 
And in juſt Scales, his Strength and Weakneſs weigh, 
- Purſue the Path for which he was deſign'd, 
And to his proper Force adapt his Mind ; 
Scarce one, but to ſome Merit might pretend, 
Perhaps might pleate, at leaſt would not offend. 
Who would reprove us while ke makes us laugh, 
Muſt be no Baævius, but a Bickr flog, = 
If Garth, or Blackmore, friendly Potions give, 
We bid the dying Patient drink and live: 
Vhen Murus comes, we cry, Beware the Pill ; 
And wiſh the Tradeſman were a 'Tradeſman ſtill. 
If Aadiſon, or Rcab, or Prior write, | 
We ſtudy em with Profit and Delight: 
But when vile Macer and [undungus rhyme, | 
We grieve we've learnt to read, ay, curſe the Time. 
All Rules of Pleaſing in this one unite, 
Afr not any thing in Nature's Sjzght. 
Baboons and Apes ridiculous we find; 
For what? For ill reſembling human Kind. 
None are, for being what they are, in Fault, 
But for not being what they would be thought. 
Thus I, dear Friend, to you my Thoughts impart, 
As to one perfect in the Pleaſing Art; 
If Art it may be call'd in you, who ſeem, 
By Nature, form'd for Love, and for Eſteem, 
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Affecting none, all Virtues you poſſeſs, 

And really are what others but profeſs. 

T'll not offend you, while myſelf I pleaſe; 

I loath to flatter, tho! I love to praiſe, 

But when ſuch early Worth ſo bright appears, 

And antedates the Fame which waits on Years ; 

I can't fo ſtupidly affected prove, | 

Not to confels it, in the Man TI love. 

Tho' now I aim not at that known Applauſe 

You've won in Arms, and in your Country's Cauſe ; 
Nor Patriot now, nor Hero I commend, 

But the Companion praiſe, and boaſt the Friend. 
But you may think, and ſome, leſs partial, ſay, 

That I preſume too much in this Eſſay. 

How ſhould I ſhow what pleaſes? How explain 

A Rule, to which I never could attain ? 

To this Objection Ill make no Reply, 

But tell a Tale, which after, we'll apply. 

Fre read, or heard, a learned Perſon, once, 
Concern'd to find his only Son a Dunce; 

' Compos'd a Book in Favour of the Lad, 

Whoſe Memory, it ſeems, was very bad. 

This Work contain'd a world of wholeſome Rules, 

To help the Frailty of forgetful Fools. 

The careful Parent laid the Treatiſe by, 

Till Time ſhould make it proper to apply. 

Simon at length the look d-for- Age attains, | 

To read and Profit by his Father's Pains; 

And now the Sire prepares the Book t' impart, 

Which was yclep'd Of Memory the Art. 

But ah! how oft is human Care in vain ! 

For now ke could not find his Book again. 

The Place where he had laid it, he forgot, 

Nor could himſelf remember what he wrote. 
Now. to apply the Story that 1 tell, 

Which if not true, is yet invenuca well, 

Such is my Caſe: Like mofl of theirs who teach; 

I ill may ban what I well may preach. 

Myſelf not trying, or not turn'd to pleaſe, 

May lay the Line, and meaſure out the Ways, 
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} The Mulcibers, who in the Minories ſweat, 
| And maſſive Bars on ſtubborn Anvils beat, | 
7 Deform'd themſelves, yet forge thoſe Stays of Steel, 
. Which arm Aurelia with a Shape to kill. 
So Macer and Mundungus {chool.the Times, 
And write in rugged Proſe the Rules of ſofter Rhymes. 
Well do they play the careful Critick's Part, 
Inſtructing doubly by their matchleſs Art: 
Rules for good Verſe they firſt with Pains indite, 
Then ſhew us what are bad, by what they write. 
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Printed in the Year 1752. 
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DISCOURSE 


ON THE ” 
PINDARIQUE ODE. 


THE following Ode is an Attempt towards reſtoring the 
Regularity of the ancient Lyric Poetry, which ſeems 
to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our Engliſh 

Writers. | 

7 here is nothing more frequent among us, than a fort of 
. Poems intitled Pindarique Odes; pretending to be written 
in Imitation of the Manner and Stile of Pindar, and yet 1 
ao not know that there is to this Day extant in our Lau- 
guage, one Ode contriv'd after his Model. What Idea can 
an Engliſh Reader heave ef Pindar (to whoſe Mouth, when 
a Child, the Bees (a) brought their Honey, in Omen of the 
future Seveetneſs and Melody of his Songs) when he fhall 
fee fuch rumbling and grating Papers of Verſes, pretending 
to be Cofies of his Works ? 

The Character of theſe late Pindarigues, is, a Bundle of 
rambling incohercnt Thoughts, expreſs d in a like Parcel 5 
irregular Stanza's, which alſo conſiſt of ſuch another Com- 
#lication of diſproportion'd, uncertain and perpleæ d Verſes 
and Rhymes. And 1 affeal to any Reader, if this is not 
the Condition in which theſe Titular Odes appear. 

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular than ths 
Odes of Pindar, both as to the exad? Obſervation of the 
Meaſures and Numbers of his Stanza's and Verſes, and the 
perpetual Coherence of his Thoughts. For tho" his Digre/ſ- 
frons ore frequent, and his Tranſitions ſudden, yet is there 
cver ſome ſecret Connexion, which th not always appearing 
to the Eye, never fails to communicate itſelf to the Under- 
ſanding of the Reader. | 

| : G 3 | - Ts 

(a,) Pauſan, Bœotic. 


> — 
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The Liberty which he took in his Numbers, and ie 


has been fo 5 mi. under ficod end miſapplyd by his pretended 


trnitators, was only in varying the Starza's in diffirent 
Oges; but in dieb particular Ode they are ever cor reſpon- 
gent one to another in their Turns, and according to the Or- 
cer of the Ode. 

Al] the Oats of Pindar æch⁰, remain lo ut, are Songs 
of Triumph, Victory or Succeſs in the Grecian Games: 
7 8 evere ſung by a hy and adapted to the Lyre, aud 
ſometimes to the Lyre and (b) Pipe; they confifled eftene}} 
of three Stanza's; the ji ft was call d the Strophe, fon: 
the Virfion or circular Motion of the Singers in that Stanza 


jim the right Hand to the (c) Left. The ſecend Stanza 


ULUAS 


* For certainly they have utterly miſunderſtood 
Horace, L. 4. Ode 2. who have apply'd numeriſa; fertur 
lige ſolutis, to all the Odes of Pindar; which, there, 

:xpreſly relates only to his Dithyrambicks, and which 
are all intirely loſt. Nothing is plainer, than the Senſe 
of Heracè in that Place. He ſays, Pindar deſerves the 
Laurel, let him write of what, or in what manner ſo— 
ever, diz. firſt, Whether he writes Dizhyrambicks, which 
treat through the Peouiids preferit 'd to other Odes; Or, ſe- 


cordly, whether he writes of Gods and Heroes, their 


Warlike Atchievements, Sc. Or, thirdly, whether he 


ſ{ngs of the Viftors in the Grecian Games: Or, laſtly, 


V. he 1 lie ſings in Honour of the Dead, and writes 
*Y 


: legles, oy 
SL 1IGC ? 2 


(b) Pic Ohm. 10. and Horace L. 4. Ode 1. 5 


0 . 


| Corminibus non fire fiſiula, and L. 3. Ode 19. cur pendet 


tacita fiſlula cum Lyra? * 
(c) Or from the Left to the Right, for the Scholiaſte, 
aer fer Zak that, as may be ſeen in Pind. Schel. Introduc. ad 
Oha. And Alex. ab Alexanaro. L. 4. c. 17. ſpeaking 
of he Ceremony of the Chorus, ſays, Curſum auſjicati 
e La aud dc tror ſum mox a dextra Lewver/um. But the 
Icarned Schmidius takes part with the firſt Opinion, as 
more conſiſtent with the Notions of the Ancients con- 
i e the Motions of the heavenly Spheres, and 
=; rceable to Fomcr there cited by him. Sce Era. Schmid. 
1 gen. in 1 & de Carmin. Hie. 
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was cal d the Antiſtro phe, from the Contrawverflon of the 
Chorus ; the Singers, .in performing that, turning from the 
le 7 Hand to the Right, coutrary always to their Motion in 
the Strophe. The Third Stanza was called the Epode, 
(it may be as being the After. ſong) aubich they ſung in the 
Maulalle, neither turning to ene Hand nor the other. 

What the Origin <vas of the different Motions and 
Stations in finving their Oles, is not our preſent Buſineſs to 
enquire. Conte bans thorntt that by the Contrartety of the 
Strophe and Antiſtrophé they zutencled to repreſent the Con- 
tra-rotation of the Primum Mobile, in reſpect of the Secunda 
Mobilia; and that by their fanding fill at the Epode, they 
meant to ſignify the Stability of the Earth. (d) Others 
aſcribe the Laſletuticn to Theſeus, who thercby expre/ ed the 


| Hindiugs and Turnings of the Labyrinth, iu celeorating his 


Return from thence. O 

The Method objeru'd in the Compoſition of theſe Odes, 
erar therefire as felicavs. The Pot having —_ Choice 
of a certain Number of Verſes to conſſitute bis Strophe or 
j;rſt Stanza, was 44 d to obſerve the ſame in his Anti- 


ſtrophè, or ſecond Stanza ; and which accordingly ferpe- 


tually agreed whenever repeated, both in Number of Verſes 
and Quantity of Feet: He was then again at Liberty ta 
make a new Choice for his third Stanza, cr Epode; where, 
accordingly, he diver/if5'd his Numbers, as his Ear or Fancy 
led him; compoJing that Stanza of more or fewer Verſes 
than the former, and thoſe Verſes of different Meefures and 
Quantities, fer the greater Variety of OM and Eu- 
tertainment of the Ear. 

But then this oy being thus form'd, he wvas ſiridtly 
obig d to the ſame (e] Meaſure as often as he fpould repeat it 
in the Order of his Ode, ſo that every Epode in the ſame 


Ode is eternally the ſame in Meaſure and Quantity, in reſbect 
to itſelf; as rs alja every Strophe and Antiſtrophé, 12 


reſpect to each other. 
The Lyrick Poet Steſichorus (ubm Gl Longinus 
reckons amongſt the ableſt Imitaters , Homer, 
G 4 | and 


(d) Pind. Schol. & Schmid. ibid. 


(e) Vid. Jul. Scal. Poetic. ad Fit, _ 97. J. 3. 
6 Longin. de Sub. c. 1 3. 


n Dur 
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and of whom (g) Quintilian /ays, that f he could have 


kept ævithin Bounds, he would have been neareſt of any 
Boah, in Merit, to Homer) Has, if not the Inventer of 
this Order in the Odo, yet fo flrict an Obſerver of it in his 
Compoſitions, that the Three Stanza's of Stefichorus be- 
cure a common Proverb to expreſs a thing uniwverſally 


$:52pn, (h) ne tria quidem Steſichori noſti; / that aue 


#19 one had a mind to reproach another with exceſſrve Igno- 
race, be could not do it more effeftually than by telling him, 
he did not ſo much as know the Three Stanza's of See- 
Henorus ; that is, did not know that an Ode ought to con- 
% ef a Strophe, an Antiſtrophe, and an Epode. IF 
this wwas ſuch a Mark of Igucrance among them, I am ſure 
«ve have been pretty long liable to the fame Reproef; I mean, 
i reſpect of our Dmitations of the Odes of Pindar. 

fy Intention is ttt to make a long Preface to a ſhort Ont, 
uon to enter upon a Difjertation of Lyric Poetry in general: 


But thus much I thought proper to ſay, for the Information 


of theſe Readers æuhoſè Courſe of Study has not led em into 
much Enquiries. | 

1 hope 1 ſhall not be fo miſunderſtood, as to have it 
thouzht that I pretend to give an exact Copy of Pindar in 
this enſuing Ode; or that 1 look upon it as a Pattern for 
is Imitators fer the future: Far from ſuch Thoughts, I 
have only given an Infiance of aubat 15 pradicable, ard am 
ſenſible that I am as diſtant from the Force and Elevation of 
Pindar, ' as others have hitherto been from the Harmony 
«nd Repularity of his Numbers. | 
Az in, wwe having no Chorus 70 fing our Odes, the Titles, 
as well as Uſe of Strophe, Antiftrophe, and Epode, are 
obſolete and impertinent: And certainly there may be very 
good Engliſh Odes, without the Diſtinction of Greek Ab- 
pellations to their Stanza's. That I have mention'd em 
tere, and obſery'd the Order of em in the enjuins Ode, is 
therefore only the more intelligibly to explain the extraord:- 
nary Regularity of the Compoſition of thoſe Odes, which 


have 


(g) Quint. In ft. . 100. (h) QTE 1 Tp:% C ᷓο 
vaude de vehementer incocto & imperito dici ſoli tum. 


Eraſm, Adag. 


IA 
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have been repreſented to us hitherto, as the moſt confus'd 


Structures in Nature. 
Hoabewer, though there be no Neceſſity that our Triumphal 


Oaes ſhould confiſt of the Three aforemention'd Stanza's; 
yet if” the Reader can obſerve that the great Variation of 
the Numbers in the Third Stanza (call it Epode, or what 
you pleaſe) has a pleaſing Effect in the Ode, and mattes 


him return to the Firſt aud Second Stanzas, with more 
Appetite, than he could do if always chy'd with the ſam: 


Quantities and Meaſures, I cannot ſee why ſome Uſe may 


not be mad: of Pindar's Example, to the great Improvement 
F the Engliſh Ode. There is certainly a Pleaſure in be- 
holding any Thing that has Art and Difficulty in the Con- 
trivance; eſpecially, if it appears fo carefully executed 


that the Difficulty does not fhew itjelf, till it is ſought for; 


and that the ſeeming Fefineſs of the Work, firſt ſets us upon 
_ the Enquiry. Nothing can be call beautiful without Propor- 


tion. When Symmetry and Harmony are wanting, neither 
the Eye nor the Ear can be pleas'd. Therefore certainly 
Poetry, which includes Painting and Muſic, ſpould not be 
acfritute of em; and of all Poetry, eſpecially the Ode, 
auhoſe End and Efjence is Harmony, 

Mr. Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindarique Oats, 


ſpeaking of the Mufic of Numbers. ſays which ſometimes 


(eſpecially in Songs and Odes) almoſt without any thing 


elſe makes an excellent Poet. | 


Having mention'd Mr. Cowley, it may very well be 
expected, that ſomething ſhould be ſaid of him, at a Tim: 
avhen the Imitation of Pindar is the Theme of our Diſcourſe. 
But there is that great Deference due to the Memory, great 


Parts, and Learning of that Gentleman, that I think no- 


thing fhould be objected to the Latitude he has taken in his 
Pindarique Odes. The Beauty of his Verſes, are an Atone- 


ment for the Irregularity of his Stanza's; and though be 
did net imitate Pindar in the Striftneſs of his Numbers, he 


has wiry often happily copy d him in the Force of his Figures, 
and Sublimity of his Sile and Sentiments. 
Yet I muſt beg leave to add, that I believe thoſe irregular 


Odes of Mr. Cowley, may have been the principal though 
innocent Occaſion, of ſo many deformed Poems ſince, which 
inſtead of being true Pictures of Pindar, have (to uſe the 
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Italian Painters Term) being enly Caricaturas of him, Re- 

ſemblamces that for the moſt part have been either horrid or 
ridiculons. 

For my oaun part, I frenkly own my Error, in having 
herctefore miſ-call'd a feav irregular Stanza's a Pindarique 
Ode; and feoffitly, if others who have been under the ſame 
Miſiabe, would ingenuoufly confeſs the Truth, they might 
eun, that never having conſulted Pindar himſelf, they rock 
cl! his bhregulority upon truſt; and finding their Account 
ru the great E fe with auhich they could produce Odes auith- 
cut bein ng oblig'd cither to Meaſure or Deſign, remain'd ſa- 
tisf5'd; and it may be were not altogether unwilling to 


75 lee being undeceiv'd. 


Though there be little (if any thing) leſt of Orpheus | 


tut his Neme, yet if Pauſanias was well inferm'd, wwe 
nici be afſur d. that Brevity was a Beauty which he moſt 


irdufiriouſly Iabeur'd to preſerve in his Hymns, notwith- 


Siauding, as the ſame Auther reports, that they avere but 


fexv in Num er. 


The Shortneſs of the following Ode will, I hope, atone 
fer the Length of the Proface, and in ſome treaſure for the 
Difees which may be feund in it. It con ſiſis of the ſame 
Number of Stanzas with that beautiful Ode of Pindar 
which is the firft of his Pythicks; and though 1 vas 


unalle ib imitate him in any other Beauty, 1 reſolu'd to en- 


geaaicur io coty his Provity, and take the Advantage of a 
Remark he has made in the laſt Strophe of the ſame Oar, 
ae takes in the Paraphraſe of Sudorius. 


Qui multa paucis ſtringere commode 
Novere, morſas hi facile invidos 
Sper nent, & auris menſque pura 
Omne ſupervacuum reject, 


QO DE. 


* Pceotic. pag. 588. 
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| 8 
Aughter of Memory, immortal Muſe, 
Calliope; what Poet wilt thou chuſe 
Of ANNA Name to ſing? 
To whom wilt thou thy Fire impart, 


Thy Lyre, thy Voice, and tuneful Mata 
Whom raiſe ſublime on thy /Ethereal Wing, 


And conſecrate with Dews of thy Caſtalian Spring? 


Without thy Aid, the moſt aſpiring Mind 
Muſt flag beneath, to narrow F lights confin'd, 
Striving to riſe in vain : | 
Nor e'er can hope with equal Lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's Praiſe. 
Thy Aid obtain'd, even I, the humbleſt Swain, 


May climb Pierian Heights, and quit the lowly Plain. 


III. 
High in the Starry Orb is hung, 
Azd next Alcides' Guardian Arm, 
That (1) Harp to which thy Orpheus ſung, 
Who Woods, and Rocks, and Winds, cou'd charms 3 
That Harp which on Cy//ere's ſhady Hill, 
When firſt the Vocal Shell was found, 
With more than mortal Skill 
Inventer Hermes taught to ſound : 
Hermes on bright Latona's Son, 
By ſweet Perſuation won, 
The wond'rous Work beſtow'd; 
Latoud's Son, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the Gift Divine 
A God the Gift, a God ch' Invention how d. 
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To that hioh- ſounding ra I tune my Strains ; ; 
A lower Note his lofty Song diſdains 
Who ſings of ANN #'s Name. 
The Lyre 1s ftruck ! the Sounds I hear ! 
; O Muſe, propitious to my Pray'r! 
O Well. known Sounds! O Melody, the ſame 
That kindled Mantuan Fire, and rais'd Maonian Flame! 
II. 
Nor are theſe Sounds to Britiſb Bards unknown, 
Or ſparlingly reveal'd to one alone: 
Witneſs ſweet Spencer's Lays: 
And witneſs that immortal Song, 
As Spencer ſweet, as Milton ſtrong, 
Which humble Boyz o'er Tyber's Flood cou'd raiſe, 
And mighty W/:lliam ling, with well-proportion'd Praiſe. 
III. 


Riſe, Fair Auguſta, lift thy Head, 
With golden 'Tow'rs thy Front . ; 
Come forth, as comes from Tithon's Bed 
With chearful Ray the ruddy Morn. 
Thy lovely Form, and freſh reviving State, 
In cryſtal Flood of Thames ſurvey ; 
Then, bleſs thy better Fate, 
Bleſs Anna's moſt auſpicious Sway. 
While diſtant Realms and neighb'ring Lands, 
Arm'd Troops and hoſtile Bands 
On every Side moleſt, 
Thy happier Chme is Free, 
Fair CAPITAL of Liberty! 


And Plenty knows, and Days o oRklaleyon Reſt. 
0 


As Britain's Iſle, when old ved Ocean roars, 
Unfhaken ſees. againit her e wakes 
| His foaming Billows beat ; 
So Britain's, QUEEN amid the Jars 
And Tumults of a World in Wars, 
Fix'd on the Baſe of Her well-founded State, 
Serene and ſafe looks down, nor feels the Shocks of Fate. 


II, But 


* 
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But greateſt Souls, tho' bleſt with ſweet Repoſe, 
Are ſooneſt touch'd with Senſe of others Woes. 
Thus ANN #s mighty Mind, 
'To Mercy and ſoft Pity prone, 
And mov'd with Sorrows not her own, 
Has all her Peace and downy Reſt reſign'd, 
To wake for Common * and ſuccour Human- Kind. 
I 
Fly, Tyranny, no more be known 
Within Europa's bliſsful Bound; 
Far as th' unhabitable Zone 
Fly ev'ry hoſpitable Ground. 
To horrid (2) Zembla's frozen Realms repair, 
There with the baleful Beldam, Ni EY 
Unpeopl'd Empire ſhare, 
And rob the Lands of legal Right. 
For now 1s come the promis'd Hour. 
When Juſtice ſhall have Pow'r; 
Juſtice to Earth reſtor'd! 
Again Afirea Reigns ! 
ANNA Her equal Scale maintains, 
And MARIL BRC weilds Her ſure deciding Sword. 
| F- | 
Now, coud'ſt thou ſoar, my Muſe, to ſing the Man 
In Heights ſublime, as when the Mantuan Swan 
Her tow'ring Pinions ſpread ; 
Thou ſhouldſt of MARL BRG ſing, whoſe Hand 
 Unerring from his QU EE N's Command, 
Far as the (3) Seven-mouth'd er's ſecret Head, 
To ſave th' Imperial State, Her hardy Britons led. 
II. 


Nor there thy Song ſhou' dend; ; tho” all the Nine 
Might well their Harps and heav'nly Voices j * 
To ſing that glorious Day, 
when bold Bavaria fled the F jeld, 
And Veteran Gauls unus'd to viel 
On Blenbeim's Plain imploring Mercy lay; 
And Spoils and ä won, N d the Victor's Way. 
III. But 
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III. 
Eut cou'd thy Voice of Blenheim ſing, 
And vw 1th Succeis that Song purſue ; 
_ What Art cou'd aid thy wearied Wing 
To Kerr. the Victor ſtill in View? | 
For as the Sun ne'er ſtops his radiant Flight, | T 

Nor Sets, but with impartial Ray | 
To all who want his Light 

Alternately transfers the Day : 

So in the glorious Round of Fame, 
Great MarLBRo, full the ſame, 
Inceſſant runs his Courſe; 

To Climes remote, aud near, 
His conqu'ring Arms by Turns appear, | | f 
And univerſal is his Aid and Force. 5 
J. 1 | 
Attem pt not to proceed, unwary Muſe, 
For O! what Notes, what Numbers cou'dſt thou chuſe, 
Tho' in all Numbers ſkill'd; 
To ling the Heroe's matchlefs Deed, 
Which (4) Belgia ſav'd, and Brabant freed; 
Io ſing Ramilia's Day! to which muſt yield 
(5) Cannæ s illuſtrious Fight, and fam'd (6 \ Pharſulia s Field. 
II 
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In the ſhort Courſe of a diurnal Sun, 
Behold the Work of many Ages done! 
What Verſe ſuch Worth can raiſe? 
Luſtre and Life, the Poet's Art 
Jo middle Virtue may impart ; 
Put Deeds ſublime, exalted high like Theſe, 
Tranſcend his utmoit Flight, and mock his diſtant Praiſe, 
a 
Still wou'd the willing Mule aſpire, 
With Tranſport ſtill her Strains prolong ; 
But Fear unſtrings the trembling Lyre, 
And Admiration ſtops her Song. 
| Co on, great Chief, in ANNA's Cauſe proceed; 
l Ror ſheath the Terrors of thy Sword, « 
1 | Till Ezrope thou has freed, 
And univerſal Peace reſtor'd. | 
5 This 


* — 9 5 2 * 
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This mighty Work when thou ſhalt end, 
Equal Rewards attend, | | 
Of Value far above 
Thy Trophies and thy Spoils; 
Rewards even worthy of thy Toils, 
Thy QUEEN's juſt Favour, and thy CounTey's Love. 


Hb ce So de OI Mz 42 nde Q2Z 5 
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NOTES to the Foregoing ODE. 


1 Rpheus ava, ſaid to be the Son of the Muſe Calliope. 

Ihe poetical Fiction of the Harp of Orpheus 7s 
iis. Mercury, the ſame Day that he was born of Maia in 
Cyllene, à Mountain of Arcadia, found a living Tortoiſc, 
which he carried home <vith him to his Cradle, and imme- 
aratcly compos'd a Harp of the Shell. A little after he fiole 
the Oxen of Apollo; this caus'd ſome Difference between 
the Deities, but the Matter being reſcrr'd to Jupiter, he or- 
der'd Mercury to return the Oxen to the right Owner ; on 
this their felloww'd not only a Reconciliation but Frienaſbip, 
and Apollo expreſſing an extreme Pleaſure at toe Invention 
of the Harp, Mercury beftow'd it en him as a Pledge of his 
future Friendpip. Of this Homer, in his Hymn to Mer- 
cury, ſpeaks at large. Afterwards Apollo inventing ano- 
ber Iaſtrument call'd the Cithara, gave the Lyra to Orp- 
heus. The Muſes, after the Deaih of Orpheus, tran/- 
lated his Harp into Heaven, where it became a Conſtellation, 
and is pluc'd betabeen the Knce and Lift Arm of Engonaſis 
or Hercules. | | | x 

2 Nova Zembla, a miſerable Region in the Frigid Zone, 
evhcre there is neither Tree nor Herb, but perpetual Froft 
and Snow, and where, fer one half of the Year, it is con- 
tinual Night. 

3 Lucan in his Third Book, V. 202. gives it the in- 
d: finite Egithct of Multifidi Iſtri. But Ovid, Trifl. 2. 
Solus ad ingreſſus miſſus Septemplicis Iſtri. Aud Sidonius 
Apollinaris gives it the ſame Epithet, on the like Occaſion 


a,] 
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atith this Ode, when in his Panegyrick to Majorianus 


_ Cafar, he tells him, 


Ilicet aggrederis, quod nullus tempore noſtro 

Auguſtus potuit, rigidum Septemplicis Iſtri 

Agmen in arma rapis- | 
The ancient Geographers differ d very much in their Account 


the Riſe of this Riva; ſo that on a double Account the 
fame E pithets may be afjropriated to it which are uſual to 


the Nile. : 
4 Belgia red not only be ſiriftly underſtood of the Seven 


| Previnces, c:'d Belgium Fœderatum, by the Diſtinction 


made in the Time of Phil. 2. but may alſo be interpreted 
erith reſpect to that which was ancient call Belgium, 
comprebencing the lower Germany, in regard of the -great 
Conſequences attending ſuch a Victory. | 
Cannæ, as inconfiderable a Village as Blenheim, 
till in like Manner made memorable and illuſtrious by the 
great «nd entire Victory auhich Hannibal obtoin'd there 
over the Romans. 5 
6 Pharſalia, famous for the Overth; ow of Pompey y 
Julius Cæſar, a wonderful Victory, but may juſily be ſaid to 
yiell to that of Ramilies. For the Deſign and End of the 
J.rjt was to cnſlave Mankind, the manifeſt Aim and Event 
ef the latter has been to ſet em at Liberty, - 


To 


nus 


„„ 
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To the Right Honourable the 


ART. © GODOLPHIN 
Lord Hos Tan ouchs of GREAT BRITAIN. 


PINDARIQUE ODE. 


— Ouemwis media erue turba : 
Aut ob awaritiam, aut miſera ambitione lal or at. 
Func capit argenti ſplen. 2 
Hic mutat merces ſurgente a hole, ad cum qu 
Veſpertina tepet regio: quin per mala præceps 
Fe: _ — 
Ones bi metuunt Verſus, odere foetas. 


Hos. Sat. 4. L. I. 
9 E. 


— 


3 
0 hazardous Attemps and hardy Toils _ 
Ambition ſome excites ; - 
And ſome, Defire of martial Spoils 
To bloody Fields invites; | 
Others, inſatiate Thirſt of Gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous Main, 
To paſs the burning Line, and bear 
Th' Inclemency of Winds, and Seas and Air; 
Preſling the doubtful Voy'ge till India's Shore 
Her ſpicy Boſom bares, and ſpreads her ſhining Ore. 
II. 


Nor Widows Tears, nor tender Orphans Cries, 
Can ſtop th' Invader's Force; 
Nor ſwelling Seas, nor threatning Skies, 
Prevent the Pirate's Courſe : _ 
Their Lives to ſelfiſh Ends decreed, 
Thro' Blood or Rapine they proceed; 1 
| | | _ 
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No anxious Thoughts of ill Repute 
Suſpend th' impetuous and unjuſt Purſuit : 
But Pow'r and Wealth obtain'd, guilty and great, 
Their Fellow- Creatures Fears they raiſe, orurgetheirHate. 
| III. ä \ 
But not for theſe, his IV ry Lyre 
Will tuneful Fhæbus firing, 
Nor Poli himnia crown'd amid the Choir 
Th' immortal Epode 6 
Thy Springs (1) Cæſfælia, turn their Streams aſide 
5 From Rapine, Avarice, and Pride; 
Nor do thy Greens, ſhady (2) Auma, grow, 
To bind with Wreaths a Zyrant's Brow. 
J. V 
How juſt, moſt mighty Jodie, yet how ſevere 
Is thy ſupreme Decree, 
(3) That impious Men ſhall jovleſs hear 
The Mules Harmony | ! 
Their ſacred Songs, (the Recompence 
Of Virtue and of Innocence) 
Which pious Minds to Rapture raiſe, 
And worthy Deeds at once excite and praiſe, 
To guilty Hearts afford no kind Relief; 
But add inflaming Rage, and more affiicting Grief. 
Monſtrous (4) Typheus, thus, new Terrors fill, 
He, who aflail'd the Skies, 
And now, beneath the burning Hill 
Of dreadful Atua lies. 
Hearing the Lyre's celeſtial Sound, 
He bollows in th' Abyſs profound; 
Sicilia trembles at his Roar, | 
Tremble the Seas, and far Campania's Shore 
While all his hundred Mouths, at once expire 
Volumes of curling Smoak, and Floods of liquid Fire, 
III. | 
From Heav'n alone, all Good proceeds; 
To heav'nly Minds belong 
All Pow'r and Love, GoooLenin, of good Deeds, 
And Senſe of ſacred Song! 


And 


* 
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And thus, moſt pleaſing are the Muſe's Lays 
To them who merit moſt her Praiſe ; | _ _— 
V; herefore, for thee, her Iv'ry Lyre ſhe firings, — 
And ſoars with Rapture while ſhe ſings. 
. 
Whecher, Affairs of mot 3 important Weight 
Require thy aiding Hand, 
And ANNF#'s Cauſe and Eurobe's Fate 
Thy ſerious Thoughts demand ; 
Whether, thy Days and Nights are ſpent 
In Cares, on public Good intent ; 
Or, whether, leiſure Hours invite 
To manly Sports, or to refin'd Delight; 
In Courts reſiding, or to Pitins retir'd, 
Where gen'rous Steeds conteſt, with Emulation fir 'ds 
IE 
Thee ftill ſhe ſeeks, and tuneful ſings thy Name, 
As once ſhe (5) Theron ſuns. 
While with the deathleſs Wor thy” 8 F ame 
Olympian (6) Piſa rung: 
Nor leſs ſublime, is now, her Choice, 
Nor leſs inſpir'd by thee, her Voice. 
And now, ſhe loves aloft to ſound 
The Man for more than mortal Deeds renown'd; 
Vary'ing anon her Theme, ſhe takes Delight 
The ſwift-heer d (7) Horſe to praiſe, and ſing his rapid 
[Flight. 
II. 
And ſee! the (8) Air-born Racers ſtart, 
Impatient of the Rein; 
Faſter they run, than flies the Scythian Dart, 
Nor paſſing, print the Plain! 
The Winds themſelves who with their Swiftneſs vye, 
In vain their airy Pinions ply; 
So far in matchleſs Speed, thy Courſers paſs 
Th' Ethereal Authors of their Race. 
- 
And now, a while, the well-ftrain'd Courſers breath; 
And now, my Muſe, prepare 
Of (9) Olive Leaves a twiſted Wreath | 
To bind the Victor's Hair, (10) Pallas, 
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(10) Pallas, in Care of Human kind, 
The fruitful Olive firſt deſign'd; 
Deep in the Glebe her Spear ſhe lanc'd, 
When all at once, the laden Boughs advanc'd; 
The Gods with Wonder view'd the teeming Earth, 
And all, with one Conſent, approv'd the beauteous Birth. 
II 


This done, Earth ſhaking Neptune next eſſay d, 
In Bounty to the World, 
To emulate the blue- ey d Maid; 
And his huge Trident hurl'd | 
Againſt the ſounding Beach ; the Stroke 
Transfix'd the Globe, and open broke | 
The Central Earth, whence, ſwift as Light 
Forth ruſh'd the firſt- born Horſe. Stupendous Sight! 
Neptune, for human Good the Beaſt ordains, 5 
Whom ſoon he tam'd to Uſe, and taught to (11) hear the 


[ Reins, 
IH, - | 


Thus Gods contended, (noble Strife ! 
Worthy the heav'nly Mind) 
Who moſt ſhould do to {often anxious Life, 
And moſt endear Mankind. 
Thus, thou GopoLenin, doſt with MarxLBRo ſtrive, 
From whoſe joint Toils we Reſt derive : 
Triumph in Wars abroad his Arm aſſures, 
Sweet Peace at home thy Care ſecures. 


EE Tt 


NOTES to the foregoing O D E. 


14 YOmmonly Caſtalius, but by Virg. Georg. 3. called 
Caſtalia, a Fountain at 1h. Foot of Parnaſſus, ſacred 
to the Muſes. 


2 Aonia, the hilly and avoody Part of Bœotia, believ'd 


to hade been much frequented by the Muſes, 


3 That 


5 


2 


5 


rtk, 
rth. 


ht! 
** 


ins. 


K. 


ed 
red 


od 


lat 
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3 That impious Men ſhall joyleſs hear, c. 
This Thought or Opinion is borrow'd from Pindar, Pyth. 1. 
*where he ſays But ſuch Men whom Jupiter hates are 
confounded with Terror when they hear the ſweet Har- 
mony of the Muſes. This Paſage is often cited by Plutarch, 
and others, in Favour of Muſt ic and Poetry. Mr. Cowley 
in his Notes on his Davideis, Book 1. on David's ap mg 
Saul of the Evil Spirit, collects a great Number of ſurprix- 


ing Citations on 75 Cu Jeet. 


4 Typhceus, one of the Giants who attempted to form 
Heaw'n; but jupiter Huch him evith Thunder, and laid 
him under the Hand of Sicily, with Ætna on his Breaſt. 
This Stanza is alſo copied from the ſame Od: of Pindar, 
evhere this Monſter is ſaid to have an hundred Heads, as alſs 
in Olymp. 4. 

Theron, à Prince of Agrigentum, to whom Pindar 
edareſes bis ſecond and third Olympich. 

6 Piſa a Town in Peloponneſus, near to which the Ohm- 
prick Games ævere celebrated. 

7 So Horace, L. 4. Ode 2. fpcaks of Pindar, 
finging ſometimes the Heroe, ſometimes the Horye ; 
Pugilemve Equumve dicit, Oc. 

8 Air-born. Alluding to the Notion that Mares have 
conccioꝰd by the Weſtern Wind, wwithout the Aſiſlance of a 
Horſe: See Virg. Georg. 3. ver. 273. from whence Taſſo 
bas borrow'd the Birth of Raymond's Horſe, Gieruſalem. 
Canto 7. 

Volta Paperta bocca incontro Vora ' 

Raccoglie i ſemi del fecondo vento, 

E de tepidi fiati {0 meraviglia !) &c. 

Firg. illæ 

Ore omnes verſæ in Zephyrum, ſtant rupibus altis, 

Exceptantque Leves auras: & ſzpe ſine ullis 
Conjugiis, vento gravidæ (mirabile dictu!) Sc. 

9 Olive Leaves. An Olive Garland was the Reward 
of Victory in the Olympick Games. 

10 Pallas, &c. The Fable on which this Digreſſion is 


as 


founded, is, that Neptune and Pallas ba a Contention who 


ſpould give the Name to Athens; and it was agreed, that 
awhich FEM em ſhould confer the greatefi Benefit on | Mankind, 
2 


. A * 8 * 
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ſhould obtain the Victory. The Gods were aſſembled in 


Judgment, and Pallas ſtruck the Earth with her Spear, 


whence up ſprung the fruitful Olive Tree; then Neptune in 
his Turn darted his Trident againſi the Earth, which opening 


was deliver d of a Horſe; but the Victory was atjudg'd to 
Pallas. 


12 To hear the Reins They who do not remem- 
ber Virgil, may think this Metaphor too bold. He has ven- 


tur d to apply it ev'a to the Chariot rather than the Horſes, 
Georg. 1. | | 


Fertur equis auriga, neque audit currus habenas. 


A ALA A A VAT RVA A 8878 28782878828 


AN 


IMPOSSIBLE THING. 
OS © 55 


O thee, Dear Dick, this Tale I ſend, 
Both as a Critic and a Friend, 

J tell it with ſome Variation 
(Not altogether a Tranſlation) 
From La Fontaine; an Author, Dick, 
Whoſe Muſe would touch thee to the quick. 
The Subject is of that ſame kind, 
To which thy Heart ſeems moſt inclin'd: 
How Verſe may alter it, God knows, 
Thou lov'ſt it well, I'm ſure, in Proſe. 
So, without Preface, or Pretence, 
To hold thee longer in Suſpence, 
I ſhall proceed, as I am able, 
To the Recital of my Fable. 


Goblin of the merry Kind, 
More black of Hue, than curſt of Mind, 
To help a Lover in Diſtreſs, 
Contriv'd a Charm with ſuch Succeſs ; 


That 


That 


— — emits . * — — * F ** . 
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That in ſhort Space the cruel Dame 
Relented, and return'd his Flame. 
The Bargain made betwixt em both, 
Was bound by Honour and by Oath: 
The Lover laid down his Salvation, 
And Satan ſtak'd his Reputation. 
The Latter promis'd on his Part 


(To ſerve his Friend and ſhew his Art,) 


That Madam ſhou'd by twelve o' Clock, 
Tho' hitherto as hard as Rock, 

Become as gentle as a Glove, 

And kiſs and coo like any Dove. 

In ſhort, the Woman ſhould be his, 

That is, upon Condition ix. 


That He, the Lover, after taſting 


What one wou'd wiſh were everlaſting ; 
Should, in Return for ſuch Enjoyment, 
Supply the Fiend with freſh Employment : 
That's all, quoth Pug; my poor Requeſt 
Is, only never to have Reſt; 
You thought, tis like, with Reaſon too, 
That I ſhould have been ſerv'd, not You: 
But what? upon my Friend impoſe ! 
No tho' a Devil, none of thoſe. 
Your Buſineſs then, pray underſtand me, 
Is nothing more but to Command me. 
Of one thing only let me warm ye, 
Which ſomewhat nearly may concern ye: 
As ſoon as e'er one Work is done, 
Strait name a new one; and ſo on; 
Let each to other quick ſucceed, | 
Or elſe-——you know how *tis agreed 
For if thro' any Hums or Haws, 
There haps an entervening Pauſe, 
In which, for Want of freſh Commands, 
Your Slave obſequious, idle ſtands, 
Nor Soul nor Body ever more 
Shall ſerve the Nymph whom you adore: 
But both be laid at Satan's Feet, 
'To be diſpos'd as he thinks meet. 
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At once the Lover all approves: 
For who can heſitate that loves ? 
And thus he argues in his Thought: 
Why, after all, I venture nought; 
What Myſtery is in Commancing ? 
Does that require Much Underſtanding ? 
Indeed, wer't my Fart to obey, 
He'd go the better of the Lay: 
Put he muſt do what I think fit 
Pſhaw, pſhaw, young Pc/zeb46 is bit. 
Thus pleas'd in Mind, he calls a Chair, 
Adjuſts, and combs, and courts the Fair: 
The Spell takes Place, and all goes right, 
And happy he employs the Night | 
In ſweet Embraces, balmy Kiſſes; 
And riots in the Bliſs of Bliſſes. 
O Joy, cry'd he, that haſt no Equal ! 
But hold—no Raptures—mark the Sequel, 
For now, when near the Morning's Dawn, 
'The Youth began as 'twere to yawn ; 
His Eyes a filky Slumber ſeiz'd, 
Or would have done, if Pag had pleas'd ; 
But that off cious Dæmon, near, 
Now buzz'd for Buſineſs in his Ear ; 
In Haſtc, he names a thouſand things : 
The Goll plys his Wicker Wings. 
And in a Trice returns to aſk 
Another, and another Tafk. 
Now, Palaces are built and Tow'rs, 
The Work of Ages in few Hours. 
Then, Storms are in an Inſtant rais'd, 
Which the next Moment are appeas'd. 
Now Show'rs of Gold and Gems are rain'd, 
As if each Iadia had been drain'd : 
And He, in one aſtoniſn'd View, 
Sees both Golconda and Peru. | 
Theſe Things, and {rauyer Things than theſe, 
Were done with equal Specd and Eaſe. 
And now to Rome, poor Pug he'll ſend: 
And Pug ſoon reach'd his Journey's End. 


| And 
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And ſoon return'd with ſuch a Pack | 
Of Bulls and Pardons at his Back, | 8 
That now, the Squire (who had ſome Hope 
In holy Water and the Pope, ) 

Was out of Heart, and at a Stand 

What next to wiſh, and what command; 
Invention flags, his Brain grows muddy, 
And black Deſpair ſucceeds brown Study. 
In this Diſtreſs the woful Vouth 
Acquaints the Nymph with all the Truth, 
Begging her Counſel, for whoſe Sake 
Both Soul and Body were at Stake. 

And is this all? replies the Fair: 

Let me alone to cure this Care. 
When next your Demon ſhall appear, 
Pray give him look, what J hold here, 

And bid him labour, ſoon or late, 

To jay theſe Ringlets lank and ſtrait. 
Then, ſomething ſcarcely to be ſeen, 

Her Finger and her Thumb between 
She held, and ſweetly ſmiling, cry'd, 

| Your Goblin's Skill ſhall now be try'd. 

| She ſaid; and gave what ſhall I cal! 
That thing ſo ſhining, criſp and ſmall, 
Which round his Finger ſtrove to twine? 
A Tendril of the Cyprian Vine? 

O Sprig from Cytherea's Grove; | 
Shade of the Labyrinth of Love? | BY 
With Awe, he now takes from her Hand 1 
That Fleece- like Flow'r of Fairy Land-: | BY 

Leſs precious, whilom, was the Fleece TY 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece; 
Or that, which modern Ages ſee | 1 
The Spur and Prize of Chivalry, | | 3 
Whoſe Curls of kindred Texture, grace | 1 
Heroes and Kings of Spani/> Race. 

'The Spark prepar'd, and Pug at Hand, 
He iſſues thus, bis firict Command. 
15 This Line, thus Curve and thus Orbicular, 
nd Render direct, and * 


But fo direct, that in no ſort 
It ever may in Rings retort. 
Sec me no more till this be done: | 
Hence, to thy Taſk avaunt, be gone. 
Away the Fiend like Lightning flies, 
Ard all his Wit to Work applies : 
Anvils and Preſſes he employs, 
And dins whole Hell with hamm'ring Noiſe. 
In vain: he to no Terms can bring 
One 'Twirl of that reluctant Thing; 
Th' elaſtic Fibre mocks his Pains, 
And its firſt ſpiral Form retains. 
New Stratagems the Sprite contrives, 
And down the Depths of Sea he dives: 
This Sprunt its Pertneſs ſure will loſe 
When laid (ſaid he) to ſoak in Ooze. 
Poor fooliſh Fiend ! he little knew 
Whence Venus and her Garden grew. 
Old Occan, with paternal Waves 
The Child of his own Bed receives, 3 
Which oft as dipt new Force exerts, | 
And in more vig'rous Curls reverts, 
So, when to Earth, Alciaes flung 
Ihe huge Anuieus, whence he ſprung, 
rom ev'ry Fall freſh Strength he gain'd, 
And with new Life the Fight maintain'd. 
The baffled Goblin grows perplex'd, 
Nor knows what Sleight to practiſe next; 
The more he tries, the more he fails; 
Nor Charm, nor Art, nor Force avails, 
But all concur his Shame to ſhow, 
And more exaſperate the Foe. 

And now he penſive turns and ſad, 
And looks like melancholie mad. 
He rolls his Eyes now off, now on 
That wonderful PIœnomenon. = 
Sometimes he twiſts and twirls it round, 
Then, pauſing, meditates profound: 
No End he ſees of his Surprize, 
Nor what it ſhould be can deviſe: 
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For never yet was Wool or Feather, 
That could ſtand buff againſt all Weather; 
And unrelax'd like this, reſiſt i 

Both Wind and Rain, and Snow and Mit. 
What Stuff, or whence, or how 'twas made, 
What Spinſter Witch could ſpin ſuch Thread, 
He nothing knew ; but to his Coft 

Knew all his Fame and Labour loft. 

Subdu'd, abaſh'd, he gave it o'er; 

'Tis fad, he bluſh d; *tis ſure, he fwore 
Not all the Wiles that Hell could hatch 


Could conquer that Surzrs MusTach. 


Defeated thus, thus diſcontent 

Back to the Man the Dæmon went: 

I grant, quoth he, our Contract null, 

And give you a Liſcharge in full. 

But tell me now, in Name of Wonder, 
{Since I ſo candidly knock under,) 

What 1s this Thing! ? Where could it grow ? 

Pray take it tis in Statu quo. 

Much Good may't do you; for my Part, 
I waſh my Hands of t from my Heart. 
Inn Truth, Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy, 
Replies the Lad, you're too ſoon weary. 
What, leave this trifling Taſk undone 
And think'ſt Thou this the only one? 
Alas! were this ſubdu'd, thou'dſt find 
Millions of more ſuch ſtill behind, 

Which might employ, ev'n to Eternity. | 
Both you and all your whole Fraternity, 


WES 


Ee - 
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The Peaſant in Search of his Heifer. 


WO 


A TALE after M. De la Fontaine, 


T ſo befe]: a filly Swain . 
Had ſought his Heifer long in vain; 

For wanton ſhe had friſking ſtray d, | = 
And left the Lawn, to ſeek the Shade. 
Around the Plain he rolls his Eyes, 
Then, to the Wood, in Haſte he hies; 
Where, ſingling out the faireſt Tree, 
He climbs, in Hopes to hear or ſee. 

Anon, there chanc'd that Way to paſs 
A jolly Lad and buxom Laſs: 
'The Place was apt, the Paſtime pleaſant ; 
Occaſion with her Forelock preſent: 
The Girl agog, the Gallant ready; 
So lightly down he lays my Lady, 
But ſo ſhe turn'd, or ſo was laid, 
That ſhe ſome certain Charms diſplay d, 
Which with ſuch Wonder ſtruck his Sight, 
(With Wonder, much; more, with Delight) 
'That loud he cry'd in Rapture, What! 
What ſee I, Gods! What ſee I not! | 
But nothing nam'd; from whence tis gueſs'd, 
?T'was more than well could be expreſs'd. 

The Clown aloft, who lent an Ear, 
Strait ſtopt him ſhort in mid Career: 

And louder cry'd, Ho: honeſt Friend, 

'That of thy ſeeing ſeeſtno End; 
Doſt ſee the Heifer that I ſeek ? 


If do'ſt, pray be ſo kind to ſpeak. 


HOME R's 
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Tranſlated into Exnctisn Verſe. 


PB DI PUDONG GILG GH H5 4G HY 
To the Reader of the enſuing HYMN. 


F the three greater Hymns of Homer, viz. one t2 
Apollo, one to Mercury, and one to Venus, this #2 
Venus, 75s the frorteſft; it is alſo the moſt imple in its Deſign, 
and connected in its Parts, The other two abound m:re in 
Digrelſions both Geographical and Mythological, and contain 
many Alluſions to ancient cuſtoms and Hiftory, which with- 
cout a Commentary could not «well be underſicod by the gene- 
rality of Readers. Theſe Conſiderations determin'd me to 
 acguieſce in the Tranſlation of this Hymn; tho I had once 
entertain d Thoughts of turning em all three into Engliſh 
Verſe. | = 

2 I had often read them all with extraordinary Pleaſure ; 
I could not avoid ſometimes reſiectiug on the Ceuſures of ſome 
Grammarians, who have deny d or at leaſt dcubted them to 

be genuine. | 
Poem which is goed in itjelf, cannot really loſe any 
thing of its Value, ibo it ſhould appear, uten a ſtrict Eu- 
quiry, not to be the Work of ſo eminent an Author, as him, 
' to whom it was firſt imputed. But all Truth is ſo amabòle 
in itſelf. that even where it is of leaſt Impo*tance there is a 
Pleaſure in the Search after it, and a Sati;/uftion in ihe 

Vindication of it. „ 5 
Tho" the Beauties of this enſuing Peem, it: tbe Original 
«want not even the Name of Homer ?o recommend em, and 
| H 3 much 
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much leſs does that mighty Name fland in need of their Re- 
putation, yet, if they are his, tis an Ixjuſtice to him to a- 
ſeribæ em to any other; and it is a Hardſhip to them to de- 
prive em of the Authority due to them, and ta leave em to 
make their Way tors) bad Judgments, purely by their ow: 
Merit. | 

I avill not trouble the Reader with the Enquiry my Curio. 
fity led me to make in this Matter; Jari only give him one 
Reaſon, of many, why theſe Hymns may be recciv'd for ge- 
ruine. The moſt ſuſpected of em all, is that to Apollo. (A. 
for this to Venus, 1? avere almoſt encugh to induce us to con- 
clude it legitimate, to obſerve that Lucretius thought it not 
below him to copy, from the Beginning of it, the Beginuing 
of his ovon dmirable Poem.) 5 

The Hymn to Apollo has been ſuppesd to have been aurit- 
ten by one Cynæthus of Chios, 4: ho avas a famous Re- 
zeater of Homer's Verſes. To obwiate which Suppoſition, 
ve only reply, ther this very Hymn to Apollo is quoted 
zavice by ThacyCides zu the third Pack of his Hiſtory, and 
exprefly quoted as the Work of Homer. x 

After his ſecond Quotation, which confifts of about half 
e ſcore Verſes, Thucydides obſerves that in thoſe Verſes 
I:amer as made Mention of bimfelf: Hence, "tis beyond 
Queſtion Ihucydides believ'd or rather wes aſur d it wes 
the Wark of Homer. He might be very well moralty 
effur'd of it, for he ltiv'd within + four hundred Y.urs of 
tlomer, and that is zo Diſtance of Time to render the 

"Knows 


* Aſter the Deceaſe of Homer, there were ſuch Per- 
ſons who made a Profeſſion of repeating his Verſes; 
from the Repetitions, of whom, and of their De- 
icendants or Succefiors (for they became a Sec) the en- 
tire Poems of Homer in Aftertimes were collected and 
put in order. Theſe were call'd Homeriſtæ, or Homeridce + 
Ct whom ſee Zhan. Var. Hiſt. L. 13. C. 14. Athence, L. 
1. 5. 14. Strabo L. 14 Pindar Nem. Ode 2. Cœlius Rodig. 
E.. 29; . | 

+ Peredetus ſays of himſelf, in Euterte, he was but 
cur hundred Years after Homer. T ucyd. was Contem- 
; erary With Herod. tus, : 


Kncewledge of ſuch Things either uncertain or obſcure in ſuch 
a Country as Greece, and to a Man of ſuch Learning, 
Power and I iſdem as our Author. The learned Caſaubon, 
in his Comment on a Paſſagein the firſt Book of * Strabo, takes 
the Liberty to diſſent from Strabo, and citcs as Authority 
veninſt him Part of the Yuotaticu made by Thucydides from 
the aferemention'd H;masf Homer. Strabo /ays, Homer 
has made no mention of het Country he was:. In one 0 


. the Verſes citied by Thucydides, Homer - calls himfelf the 


+ blind Man of rocky CHs. - Caſaubon's Note is as fol- 
loose In Hymno Apollinis quem ego cur debeamas 
&6:748.y Contra autoritatem Thucydidis, cauſam nullam 
ſatis magnam video: in eo inquam Hymno, hec de tc 
Homerus, &c, 1 

New whether it be mere reaſonable, by the Exampl: of jo 
learned a Man as Caſaubon, to give Credit to the Authority 
F Thucydides, the moſt grave, wiſe, faithful, and con» 
ſummate Hiflorian that ever wrote; or to give into the Scru- 
ples, Conjcctures, and Supgeſiions of Scholiaſis ond Grem- 


marians; I leave to the Determination of cach impartial 


Readtr. 


——— fron 


* Strab. L. 1. fog. 30. 3 
I The Original iays—The blind Man acho lives in rock) 
& ſandy Chios: and æubgſe Poems ſhall te in the highejt 
Eſteem to all Poſierity : Which indeed only proves that he 
dwelt there ; not that he was born there. 
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EI TITLE RRE 

H O NM E R's 
HYMN to V ENDS. 


ING, Mouſe, the Force, and all- informing Fire 

Of Cyprian Venus, Goddeſs of Deſire: 

Her Charms, th' Immortal Minds of Gods can move, 

And tame the ſtubborn Race of Men to Love. 

The wider Herds and rav'nous Beaſts of Prey 

Her Influence feel, and own her kindly Sway. 

athleſs Air, and boundlefs Ocean's Space, 

She rules the feather'd Kind and finny Race; 

Whole Nature on her fole Support depends, 

And far as Life exiſts, her Care extends. 
Of all the num'rous Hoſt of Gods above, 

Put chree are found inflexible to Love. 

iue-ey'd Minerva free preſerves her Heart, 

A Virgin unbeguil'd by Cujid's Art; 

In ftining Arms the martial Maid delights, 

&'er War preſides, and well diſputed Fights; 

V'ith Thirſt of Fame ſhe firſt the Hero fir'd, 

Ard f:ſ the Skill of uſeful Arts inſpir'd; 

Taught Artiſts firſt the carving Tool to wield, 

{ hario's with Braſs to arm, and form the fenceful Shield; 

She firſt taught modeſt Maids in early Bloom 

To ſhun the lazy Life, and ſpin, or ply the Loom. 
Diara next, the Paphian 


Queen dehes, 

Her ſmiling Arts and proffer'd Friendſhip flies: | 
She loves, with well-mouth'd Hounds and chearful Horn, 
Cr Silver-ſounding Voice, to wake the Morn, 
To draw the Bow, or dart the pointed Spear, 
To wound the Mountain Boar, or rouſe the wood- land Deer. 
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Sometimes, of gloomy Groves ſhe likes the Shades, 
And there of Virgin Nymphs the Chorus leads ; 
Ard ſometimes ſeeks the Town, and leaves the Plains, 
And loves Society where Virtue reigns. 
| The third Celeſtial Pow'r averſe to Love 

Is Virgin Veſta, dear to mighty Jove; 
Whom Neptune ſought to wed, and Phœbus woo'd ; 
And both with fruitleſs Labour long purſu'd ; 
For ſhe, ſeverely chaſte, rejected both, | 
And bound her Purpoſe with a ſolemn Oath, 
A Virgin Life inviolate to lead; 
She ſwore, and Jowve aſſenting bow'd his Head. 
But ſince her rigid Choice the Joys deny'd | | 
Of Nuptial Rites, and Bleſſings of a Bride, 7 
The bounteous Fove with Gifts that want ſupply d. 
High on the Throne ſhe fits amidſt the Skies, | 
And firſt is fed with Fumes of Sacrifice : 
For Holy Rites to V% firſt are paid 
And on her Altar Firſt- fruit Off ringsWid ; 
So Fove ordain'd in Honour of the Maid. 
Theſe are the Pow'rs above, and only theſe, 
Whom Love and Cytherca's Art diſpleaſe: 
Of other Beings, none in Earth or Skies 
Fer Force reſiſts, or Influence denies. 
With Eaſe, her Charms the Thunderer can bind, 
And captivate with Love th' Almighty Mind: | 
Ev'n He, whoſe dread Commands the Gods obey, 
Submits to her, and owns ſuperior Sway; 
Enſlav'd to mortal Beauties by her Pow'r, 
He oft deſcends, his Creatures to adore ; 
While to conceal the Theft from Juno's Eyes, 
Some well. diſſembled Shape the God bees. 
Juno, his Wife and Siſter, both in Place 
And Beauty, firſt among th' Ethereal Race; 
Whom, all-tranſcending in ſuperior Worth, 
Wite Saturn got, and Obele brought forth! 
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And Fove, by never-erring Counſel ſway'd, 

The Partner of his Bed and Empire made. 

But Fove at length with juſt Reſentment fir'd, 

The laughing Queen herſelf with Love inſpir'd. 
Swift thro” her Veins the ſweet Contagion ran, 

And kindled in her Breaſt Defire of mortal Man. 

J hat ſhe, like other Deities, might prove 

The Pains and Pleaſures of inferior Love, 

And not inſultingly the Gods deride, 

Whoſe Sons were human by the Mother's Side: 

Thus, Jewe ordain'd ſhe now for Man ſhould burn, 

And bring forth mortal Offspring in her Turn. 
Amongſt the Springs which flow from Lada's Head, 

His lowing Herds the young Anchi/cs fed: | 

Whoſe Godlike Form and Face the ſmiling Queen 

Beheld, and lov'd to Madneſs foon as ſeen. | 

To Crs ftrait the wounded Goddeſs flies, 

Where P«hicn Imples in her Honour riſe, - 

And Altars ſmoke with daily Sacrifice. 5 

Soon as arriv'd, ihe to her Shrine repair'd, : 

Where entring quick, the ſhining Gates ſhe barr'd. 

The ready Graces Wait, her Baths prepare, 

And oint with fragrant Oils her flowing Hair; 
Her flowing Hair around her Shoulders ſpreads, 

And all adown ambroſial Odour ſheds. 

Laſt, in tranſparent Robes her Limbs they fold, 

Enrich'd with Ornaments of pureſt Gold, 

And thus attir'd, her Charict ſhe aſcends, 

And Cyprus left, her Flight to Troy ſhe bends. . 

On Jaa ſhe alights, then ſeeks the Scat 

Which lov'd ache choſe for his Retreat: 

And ever as ſhe walk'd thro' Lawn or Wood, 
Promiſcuous Herds of Beaſts admiring ſtood. 

Some humbly follow, while ſome fawning meet, 
And lick the Ground, and crouch beneath her Feet, 

Logs, Lions, Wolves and Bears their Eyes unite, 

And the ſwift Panthr ops to gaze with fix'd Delight. 
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| For, ev'ry Glance ſhe gives, ſoft Fire imparts, 
Enkindling ſweet Deſire in ſavage Hearts. 
Inflam'd with Love, all ſingle out their Mates, 
And to their ſhady Dens each Pair retreats. 

Mean time the Tent ſhe ſpies ſo much deſir d, 
Where her Auchiſcs was alone retir'd ; Yi 6; 
Withdrawn from all his Friends, and Fellow-Swains, 
Who fed their Flocks beneath, and ſought the Plains : 
In pleaſing Solitude the Youth ſhe found, 5 J 
Intent upon his Lyre's harmonious Sound. | 
Before his Eyes Fowe's beauteous Daughter ſtood, 

In Form and Dreſs, a Huntreſs of the Wood; 

For had he ſeen the Goddeſs undiſguis d, 

The Youth with Awe and Fear had been ſurpriz'd. 
Fix'd he beheld her, and with Joy admir'd _ 

To ſee a Nymph fo bright, and fo attir'd. | 

For from her flowing Robe a Luſtre ſpread, . . 
As if with radiant Flame ſhe were array'd; b, 
Her Hair in part diſclos'd, in part conceal'd, 

In Ringlets fell, or was with Jewels held ; 

With various Gold and Gems her Neck was grac'd, 

And orient Pearls heav'd on her panting Breaſt ; | 

Bright as the Moon ſhe ſhone, with filent Light, 

And charm'd his Senſe with Wonder and Delight. 
Thus while Auchiſes gaz d. thro? eviry Vein 

A thrilling Joy he felt, and pleaſing Pain. | 

At length he ſpake——Al hail, celeſtial Fair 

Who humbly doſt to viſit Earth repair. 

Who-e'er thou art, deſcended from above, 

Latona, Cymhia, or the Queen of Love, 

All hail! all Honour ſhall to thee be paid; 

Or art thou *Themis ? or the + blue-ey'd Maid? po 
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* Themis, tte Goddeſi of Equity and Right. 
+ Blue-ey'd Maid, Pailas, : 
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Or, art thou faireſt of the Graces three, 
Who with the Gods ſhare Immortality ? 
Or elſe, ſome Nymph, the Guardian of theſe Woods, 
Theſe Caves, theſe fruitful Hills, or cryſtal Floods 2. 
Who-e'er thou art, in ſome conſpicuous Field, 
J, to thy Honour, will an Altar build, 

Where holy Off rings I'll each Hour prepare; 

O prove but thou propitious to my Pray'r. 

Grant me, among the Trejan Race, to prove 

A Patriot worthy of my Country's Love. 

Bleſs'd in myſell. ] beg, I next may be 

Bleſs'd in my Children and Poſterity: 

Happy in Health, long let me ſee the Sun, 

And, lov'd by all, late may my Days be done. 

He ſaid. Jove's beauteous Daughter thus reply'd, 
Delight of human Kind, thy Sex's Pride ! | 
Honour'd Auchi/cs, you behold in me 
No Goddeſs bleſs'd with Immortality ; 

But mortal I, of mortal Mother came, 

Otrers my Father, (you have heard the Name) 

Who rules the fair Extent of Phrygia's Lands, 

And all her Towns and Fortreſſes commands. 
When yet an Infant, I to Troy was brought, 

There was I nurs'd, and there your Language taught; 
Then wonder not, if, thus inſtructed young, 
J, like my own, can ſpeak the Trejan Tongue. 

In me, one of Dianas Nymphs behold; 

Why thus arriv'd, I ſhall the Cauſe unfold. 

As, late, our Sports we practis'd on the Plain, 

J, and my Fellow Nymphs of Gatbia's Train, 

Dancing in Chorus, and with Garlands crown d. 
And by.admiring Crowds encompaſs'd round, | 
Lo! hovering o'er my Head | ſaw the God 
Who Argus ſlew, and bears the golden Rad: - I ® 
Sudden he ſeiz'd, then, bore me from their Sight, 
Cutting thro' liquid Air his rapid Flight, 
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O'er many States and peopled Towns we paſs'd, _ 
O'er Hills and Valleys, and o'er Deſarts waſte; 
O'er barren Moors, and o'er unwholeſome Fens, 
And Woods where Beaſts inhabit dreadful Dens. 
Thro' all which pathleſs Way our Speed was ſuch, 
We ſtopt not once the Face of Earth to touch. 
Mean time he told me, while thro' Air we fled, | 
That owe ordain'd I ſhould 4nchi/es wed, - 

And with illuſtrious Offspring bleſs his Bed. 

This faid, and pointing to me your Abode, | 
To Heav'n again upſoar'd the ſwift-wing'd God, 
Thus, of Neceſſity, to you I come, | 
Unknown, and loſt, far from my native Home. 
But I conjure you, by the Throne of Jove, 

By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 

By your good Parents, (for no bad, could e'er 
Produce a Son ſo graceful, good and fair;) 
That you no Wiles employ to win my Heart, 
But let me hence an untouch'd Maid depart 
Inviolate and guiltleſs of your Bed, 

Let me be to your Houſe and Mother led. 

Me to your Father and your Brothers ſhow, 

And our Alliance firſt let them allow: 

Let me be known, and my Condition own'd, 
And no unequal Match I may be found. 
Equality to them my Birth may claim, 

Worthy a Daughter's or a Siſter's Name; 
Tho' for your Wife, of too inferior Fame.” 4 55 
Next, let Ambaſſadors to Phrygia haſte, we 
To tell my Father of my Fortunes paſs d, 

And eafe my Mother in that anxious State, 

Of Doubts and Fears, which Cares for me create. 
They in Return ſhall Preſents bring from thence 
Of rich Attire, and Sums of Gold immenſe: 5 
Lou in peculiar ſhall with Gifts be grac'd, 
In Price and Beauty far above the reft. _ 
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This done, perform the Rites of Nuptial Love, 
Grateful to Men below, and Gods above. 
She ſaid, and from her Eyes ſhot ſubtle Fires, 
Which to his Heart inſinuat- Deſires. 
Reſiſtleſs Love invading thus his Breaſt, | 
The panting Youth the ſmiling Queen addreſs'd. 
Since mortal you, of mortal Mother came, 
And Ozrcus you report your Father's Name; 
And ſince th' immortal Hermes from above, 
To execute the dread Commands of Jae, 
Your wondrous Beauties hither has convey'd, 
A Nuptial Life with me henceforth to lead: 
Know, now, that neither Gods nor Men have PowW'x 
One Minute to deſer the happy Hour, 
This Inſtant will I ſeize upon thy Charms, 
Mix with thy Soul, and melt within thy Arms: 
Tho' Phæbus, arm'd with his unerring Dart, 
Stood ready to transfix my panting Heart; 
Tho' Death, tho' Hell, in Conſequence attend, 
Thou ſhalt with me the genial Bed aſcend. | 
He ſaid, and ſudden ſnatch'd her beauteous Hand; 
The Goddeſs ſmil'd, nor did th' Attempt withſtand : 
But fix'd her Eyes upon the Heroe's Bed, 
Where ſoft and ſilken Coverlets were ſpread, 
And over all, a Counterpane was plac'd, | 
Thick ſown with Furs of many a Savage Beaſt, 
Of Bears and Lions, heretofore his Spoil; 
And ſtill remain'd the Trophies of his Toil. 
Now to aſcend the Bed they both prepare, 
And he with eager Haſte diſrobes the Fair. 
Her ſparkling Necklace, firſt, he laid aſide; 
Ker Bracelets next, and braided Hair unty'd : 
And now, his buſy Hand her Zone unbrac'd, 
Which girt her radiant Robe around her Waiſte; 
Her raciant Robe at laſt aſide was thrown, 


Whoſe roſy Hue with dazling Luſtre ſhone, 
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The Queen of Love the Youth thus diſarray d, 
And on a Chair of Gold her Veſtments laid. 
Anchiſes now (fo Jowve and Fate ordain'd) 
The ſweet Extreme of Ecftacy attain'd ; 
And Mortal he, was like th' Immortals bleſs'd, 
Not conſcious of the Goddeſs he poſſeſs'd. ; 
But, when the Swains their Flocks and Herds had fed, 0 
And from the flow'ry Field returning, led 
Their Sheep to Fold, and Oxen to the Sed; \ 
In ſoſt and pleaſing Chains of Sleep profound, 
The wary Goddeſs her Ancbiſes bound: 
Then gently riſing from his Side and Bed, 
In all her bright Attire her Limbs array'd. ' 
And now, her Fair-crown'd Head aloft ſhe rears, 
Nor more a Mortal, but herſelf appears : 
Her Face refulgent, and majeſtic Mien, 
 Confeſs'd the Goddeſs, Love's and Beauty's Queen. 
Then, thus, aloud ſhe calls. Anchiſes, wake; 
Thy fond Repoſe and Lethargy forſake: 
Look on the Nymph who late from Phrygia came, 
Fehold me well ſay, if I ſeem the ſame. 
At her firſt Call the Chains of Sleep were broke, 
And ſtarting from his Bed, Anchiſes woke : 
But when he Venus view'd without Diſguiſe, 
Her ſhining Neck beheld, and radiant Eyes; 
Aw'd, and abaſh'd, he turn'd his Head aſide, 
Attempting with his Robe his Face to hide. 
Confus'd with Wonder, and with Fear oppreſs'd, 
In winged Words, he thus the Queen addreſs'd 
When firſt, O Goddeſs, I thy Form beheld, 
Whoſe Charms ſo far Humanity excell'd ; 
Jo thy Celeſtial Pow'r my Vows I paid, 
And with Humility implor'd thy Aid: 
But thou, for ſecret Cauſe to me unknown. 
Didſt thy Divine Immortal State diſown. 


"By; 


"_- 


18 4 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


But now, I beg thee by the filial Love 

Due to thy Father, Zgis bearing Fewe, 
Compaſſion on my human State to ſhow ; 

Nor let me lead a Life inſirm below: 

Defend me from the Woes which Mortals wait, 
Nor let me ſhare of Men the common Fate: 
Since never Man with Length of Days was bleſt, 

Who in Delights of Love a Deity poſſeſs'd. | 

| To him, Jove's beauteous Daughter thus reply d; 

Be bold, Anchiſes; in my Love confide; 8 
Nor me, nor other God, thou needſt to fear, — 
For thou to all the heav'nly Race art dear. | 

Know, from our Loves, thou ſhalt a Son obtain, 
Who cover all the Realm of 7roy ſhall reign ; 
From whom, a Race of Monarchs ſhall 2 
And whoſe Poſterity ſnall know no End. 
To him thou ſhalt the Name * Hncas give, 
As one, for whoſe Conception J muſt grieve, 
Oft as I think, he to exiſt began 
From my Conjunction with a Mortal Man. 
But Troy, of all the habitable Earth, 
To a ſuperior Race of Men gives Birth; 
Producing Heroes of th' Zthereal kind, 
And next reſembling Gods in Form and Mind. 
From thence, great eve to azure Skies convey'd, 
To hve with Gods, the lovely Ganymede. | 
Where, by th' Immortals honour'd, (ſtrange to ſee !) 
Ihe Youth enjoys a bleſs'd Eternity. | 
In Bowis of Gold, he ruddy Nectar pours, 
And Joxe regales in his unbended Hours. 


Long 


—_ — — — I 
— hm 
- 


* Fneas, ſignifying one who cauſeth Grief: By this 
Paſlage, it ſhould ſeem as if the Ety mologiſts, had err'd, 
who, as he was the Hero of Virgil's Epic Poem, have 
deriv'd his Name from jvfu, Lo extel, of pra; it ap- 
pearing here expreſly to be deriv'd from gy; Ori: or 
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Long did the King, his Sire, his Abſence mourn, 
Poubtful, by whom, or where the Boy was born : 
Till Jobe at length, in Pity of his Grief, | 
Diſpatch'd + Argicides to his Relief; : 

And more with Gifts to pacify his Mind, | 
He ſent him Horſes of a deathleſs kind, 
Whole Feet outſtript in Speed the rapid Wind. 
Charging withal iwift Hermes to relate : 
The Youth's Advancement to a heav'nly State; 
Where, all his Hours are paſt in circling Joy, 
Which Age can ne'er decay, nor Death deſtroy. 
Now, when this Embaſſy the King receives, 
No more for abſent Ganymede he grieves; 
The pleaſing News his aged Heart revives, 
And with Delight his Swift-heel'd Steeds he drives. 

But when the Goiden-thron'd Aurora made 
Jitlonus Partner of her roſy Bed, 
 (Tithonus too was of the Trojan Line, 

Reſembling Gods in Face and Form Divine) 
For him ſhe ſtrait the Thunderet addreſs d, 
That with perpetual Life he might be bleſs'd: 
Fove heard her Pray'r, and granted her Requeſt. 
But ah! how raſh was ſhe, how indiſcreet! 
The moſt material Bleſſing to omit; 
Neglecting, or not thinking to provide, 
That Length of Days might be with Strength ſupply d; 
And to her Lover's endleſs Life, engage | 
And endleſs Youth incapable of Age. 
But hear what Fate befel this heav'nly Fair, 
In Gold enthron'd, the brighteſt Child of Air, 
Tithonus, while of pleafing Youth poſſeſs d, 

Is by Aurora with Delight careſs'd; 
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| + The Slayer of Argus. Mercury ſo called, from hav - 
ing ſlain Argus, | 
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Dear to her Arms, he in her Court refides, 

Beyond the Verge of Earth, and Ocean's utmoſt Tides. 
But, when ne ſaw grey Ha'rs begin to ſpread, 

Deform his Beard, and diſadorn his Head, 

The Goddeſs cold in her Embraces grew, . 

His Arms declin'd, and from his Bed withdrew ; 

Vet ſtill a kind of nurſing Care ſhe ſhow'd, PS | 
And Food ambrofial, and rich Cloaths beltow'd : ] 
But when of Age he felt the fad Extream, | : 
Ard ev'ry Nerve was ſhrunk, and Limb vas lame, 

Lock'd in a Room her uſeleſs Spouſe ſhe left, 
Of Youth, of Vigour, and of Voice bereft.“ 
On Terms like theſe, I never can deſire | 
Thou ſhouldſt to Immortality aſpire. 

Couldſt thou indeed, as now thou art, remain, 
Thy Strength, thy Beauty, and thy Youth retain, 
Couldit thou for ever thus my Huſband prove, 
I might ve happy in thy endleſs Love; 
Nor ſhould Þ &'er have Cauſe to dread the Day, 
When I muſt mourn thy Loſs and Life's Decay. 
But thou, alas! too ſoon and fure maſt bend 
Beneath the Woes which painful Age attend; 
Inexorable Age! whoſe wretched State 
All Mortals dread, and all Immortals hate. 

Now, know, I alſo muf my Portion fhare, 
And for thy Sake Reproach and Shame muſt bear, 
For I, who heretofore in Chains of Love 
Could captivate the Minds of Gods above, 
And force 'em, by my all- ſubduing Charms: 
To figh and languiſh in a Woman's Arms. 
Muſt now no more that Pow'r ſuperior boaſt, 
Nor tax with Weakneſs the Celeſtial Holt ; 
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* Tithorus was feign'd at length, to have been turn'd 
into a Graſhopper. N 
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Since I my ſelf, this acar \mends have made, 
And am atlaſt by my own Arts ketray'd, 
Erring like them, with Appetite deprav'd, 
This Hour, by thee, I have a Son conceir'd ; 
Whom hid beneath my Zone, I muſt conceal, 
Till Time his Being and my Shame reveal. 

Him hall the Nymphs who theſe fair Woods adern 
In their deep Boſoins nurſe, as ſoon as born: 
They nor of Mortal nor Immortal Seed 
Are aid to ſpring, yet on Ambre/ia feed, 

And * long they live; and often in Chorus join 
With Gods and Goddeſſes in Dance divine. 


| Theſe 
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* Of Wood-Nymplis there were the Dryades and the 
Hamadryades; the Dryadrs prefided over Woods and 
Groves; the Hamadrpades each over her particular Tree. 
None of them were accounted Immortal, but extreamly 
long-liv'd. Auſorius, from Hefiod, computes the com- 


_ pleat Life of a Man at 95 Years; a Crow, he ſays, 
lives nine times as long; a Deer four times-as long as a 
Crow; a Raven three times as long as a Deer; the 


Phoenix ten times as long as the Raven; and theſe Ha- 
madryades lives ten times as long as a Phoenix, But the 
moſt receiv'd Opinion was, that they liv'd juſt as long 
as their Trees. Therefore this from Auſonius ſeems ra- 
ther to relate to the Dryades, and the Duration of a 
whole Wood; for there are frequent Inſtances where 


they were indifferently call'd Dryades and Hamadyades, 
by the ancient Poets. They were very ſenſible of 


good Offices, and grateful to them who at any time pre- 
{erved their Trees. The Scholiaſt, upon a Paſſage men- 


tioning theſe Nymphs in Apollon. Argonaut. I. 2. relates 


the following Story cited from Charon Lampſacenus. A 
young Man call'd Ræcus obſerving a fair Oak almoſt 


fallen to the Earth, order'd it to be ſupported, and took 


ſuch effectual Care that he re-eſtabliſh'd it again to 
flouriſh in its Place. The Nymphof the Tree appear'd 
to him, and in Return bid him aſk what he pleas'd. 
The Youth readily demanded of her the laſt Favour, 


which 
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188 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions., 
Theſe the + Sileni court; theſe Hermes loves, | 
And their Embraces ſeeks in ſhady Groves. 
Their Orgin and Birth theſe Nymphs deduce 
From common Parent Earth's prolifc Juice: 
With lofty Firs which grace the Mountain's Brow, 
Or ample ſpreading Oaks at once they grow; 
All have their Trees alloted to their Care, 
Whoſe Growth, Duration and Decreaſe they ſhare. 
But holy are theſe Groves by Mortals held, 
And therefore by the Axe are never fell'd. 
But when the Fate of ſome fair Tree draws nigh, 
It fir appears to droop, and then grows dry; 
The Bark: to crack and periſh next 1s ſeen, 
And laſt the Boughs it ſheds, no ionger green : 
And thus the Nymphs expire by like degrees, 
And live and die coæval with their Trees. 
Theſe gentle Nymphs, by my Perſuaſion won, 
Shall in their ſweet Receſſes nurſe my Son: 
And when his Cheeks with Vouth's firſt Bluſhes glow, 
To thee the ſacred Maids the Boy ſhall ſhow. 
More to inſtruct thee, when five Years ſhall end 
Iwill again to viſit thee deſcend, 
Bringing thy beauteous Son to charm thy Sight, 
Whoſe Godlike Form ſhall fill thee with Delight : 
Him will I leave thenceforward to thy Care, 
And will that with him thou to Troy repair: 5 
| There 
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which ſhe as readily promis'd; and according to Agree- 
ment, ſent a Bee to ſummon him at the Time when he 
might be happy : But the young Man happening to be 
gaming at Dice when the Bee came, was ſo offended 
wath its buzzing that he gave it ill Words, and chid it 
from him: this Reception of her Ambailador ſo enraged 
the Nymph, that in Revenge ſhe render'd him 1mpo- 
tent. This Story is alſo cited in part by Nat. Com. See 
Ovid. Metam. l. 8. of the Fate of Eri/fichthon, for cutting 
down one of theſe animated Trees. | | 

+ The Satyrs, when they were in Years, were called 
Sileni, as Pauſauias reports in Attic, p. 41. | 
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Bun upon vere} Occaſions. 18 9 


There, if Enquiry ſhall be made, to knew 

To whom thou doſt ſo bright an OX-ſpring owe; 
Be ſure, thou nothing of the Truth detect, 

But ready Anſwer make as } direR, 


Say of a Syivan Nymph the fair Youth came, 


And Caluycopis call his Mother's Name. 

For ſhouldſt thou boaſt the Truth, and madly own 
That thou in Bliſs had Cytherea known, 

owe would his Anger pour upon thy Head, 


And with avenging Thunder ſtrike thee Dead. 
| Now all is told thee, and juſt Caution giv'n, 


Be ſecret thou, and dread the Wrath of Heay'n. 

She ſaid, and ſudden ſoar'd above his Sight, 
Cutting thro' liquid Air her Heav'nward Flight, 

All hail, bright Cyprian Queen! thee firſt I praiſe; 


| Then, to ſome other gh r transfer my Lays, 
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